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Raise Monster Plants 
In Your Own Home 


THE ACID KING 
OF EUROPE 


DIRE STRAITS 


~ Somebody Has! 


THE OLE HOMEGROWN 
QUARTERLY 

It's the indoor grower's 
exclusive journal and it com- 
bines The Quarterly's highly 
advanced lab-testing and 
research facilities with the 
real-life field experiences of 
thousands of our most success- 
ful indoor grower subscribers. 
They call, write and report their 
activities to us continuously. 
They have come to trust us suf- 
ficiently to send us thousands of 
their favorite snapshots, They 
have tested all the new hi-density 
lamps for growth and yield, as 
well as the various hydroponic 
growing systems. The Ole Home- 
grown Quarterly has been the 
door grower's only source of re- 
liable, accurate information now 
since the recent product break- 
throughs in both lighting and nu- 
nt solubility made indoor grow- 
inga reality. 

FORGET ALL THE 
DISAPPOINTMENTS OF YESTERYEAR 
The Quarterly describes the techni- 
cal advances that make this new way 
of growing far superior to the old gro- 
light fluorescents and incandescents 
that were such a disappointment to 
indoor growers a few years back 


DOES ALL THIS SOUND TOO GOOD? 


Readers report yields of well over one pound of choice sin- 
semilla tops per plant. It's so simple and takes so little time 
they say you can leave even the largest installation entirely 
alone for as much as a week to ten days. First timers who 
claim to lack that magical green thumb are successful even it 
they have little or no previous growing experience. 

ENDS ALL THE INSECURITIES THAT PLAGUE THE OUT- 
DOOR GROWER 

Those that formerly grew outdoors know what it's like to feel 
insecure. Growers emphasize the absence of paranoia that 
comes from total privacy. Gone are the harvest time rip-offs, 
marauding deer, rabbits and prying eyes. Indoors, with its 
controlled environment, these hazards are greatly diminished, 
if not eliminated altogether. 


DON'T SUBSCRIBE! SEND FOR A FREE COPY TODAY. 
Please rush me the following: 

A sample issue of The Quarterly, plus 20 page booklet on 
indoor growing equipment. (Please include $1 to defray post- 
age and handling.) 


I'm already sold. Please enter my one-year subscription at 
$6.50, 


Name 
Address 
City. State 
Zip Code. - 


H3 


THE QUARTERLY COVERS EVERYTHING FROM 
GERMINATION THROUGH HARVESTING 
Every subject area is profusely described and 
illustrated, in easy, step by step detail, with 
tips and reader experiences you'll never find 
in any other publication. Because this new 
way of growing is fundamentally so different 
from conventional growing there are a zillion 
questions you'll doubtless want answered. 
The Quarterly has tried to anticipate them 
all. 
HERE ARE A FEW EXCERPTS FROM 
RECENT ISSUES: 
ON PRUNING: Indoor growing requires 
proper pruning. It is probably one of the 
most important things you can do for a 
decent crop .. . First, | will separate the 
process into two basic areas:pruning for 
development and pruning for harvest... 
ON NUTRIENT CHEMISTRY: . .. There 
are two different areas of discussion 
here. 1) The chemistry of soils vs. 
hydroponics, that is, the manner in 
which nutrients are made ready for 
plant use. 2) The physiology of nut- 
rient uptake, that is how those nut- 
rients pass from the soil or hydro- 
ponic solution into the plant 


ON LIGHTS: The bulbs on the halides have a tendency to 
change colors sometimes. You may notice that suddenly your 
light is glowing a little pinker. Or one bulb will have a slightly 
different color than another bulb. . 

ON CLONING: Cloning is a misnomer which has become a 
popular name for propogation through cuttings. What is so 
great about cuttings? .. . you can grow a genetic duplicate of 
a prize plant, so that if you have a terrific female, you can 
have a repeat performance 
with a cutting. By knowing 
ahead of time what your 
plant will be, you eliminate 
the need to presex and 
save weeks of growing time. 
Reason being that when 
you pre-sex by manipu- 
lating the photoperiod 
it takes at least a week to 
declare its sex and during 
that week your plant 


doesn't grow. 


READ WHAT A FEW TYPICAL SUBSCRIBERS HAVE TO SAY 
“1 think your publication is the best available one on this sub- 
ject today.” 


“| think you deserve a pat on the back for all the fine and in- 
valuable information you give to us ever knowledge hungry 
cultivators. | consider you and Rob Clarke (Marijuana Botany) 
probably the two most knowledgeable writers of material deal- 
ing with cannabis cultivation and propagation | have found 
to date.” 
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Interview: David Solomon by George Barkin and Bob LaBrasca 

In 1977, American author David Solomon was arrested in what has been 
described as the biggest drug bust in English history. He was charged with 
participating in a conspiracy to manufacture and distribute LSD—a staggering 
quantity which amounted to 90 percent of the acid in Great Britain and over 
one-half of the acid in the entire world. Paroled after serving five and a half 
years of a 10-year sentence, Solomon tells his side of the story Seuss 


| Saved Dad from a Marijuana Freakout: 

A True: Story of Personal Heroism by George Barkin 

How time flies. One day they're holding you in their arms, soothing away the 
terrors of a scary Martian nightmare, the next day they're calling on the phone 
begging you to come over and talk them down from an unpleasant drug expe- 
rience. Sure, parents can be a pain; but they were there when you needed 
them, so what's the big deal in returning the favor?..... . : 


Raiders of the Lost Gold by ‘R” 

"R's quest for the Lost Load—Chateau Forcade '75, the greatest vintage of 
gold grass ever grown—leads him into the hot tub of Susannah, current resi- 
dent of Chateau Forcade and a first-class testosterone provoker, if there ever 
was one. From her, "R learns the real story behind the night of the heart- 
attack weed, and also why cocaine bubble baths can be extremely hazardous 
to your health. .... ; ; 


Sounds Special: Dire Straits by iS Swenson 
Releasing their first album in the teeth of the punk-rock movement, Dire 
Straits championed neoclassic rock values at a time when "Beatles" and 
"Rolling Stones" were dirty words. Four records and a bunch of personal 
changes down the road, lead singer/songwriter and H sulianie Mark Knopfler 
checks his back and keeps taking chances . 


32 


52 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


Government Dope Tours Fizzle 
Tuna...600 School Dealers Nabbed in NYC 
Patch. - Spying on Weed Ships: A "National Security Secret’. 
Plants Seized : 


Trans-High Market Quotations 


Paraquat Plot Bared . .. Narcs Net 
County Cop Raids Okra 
Giant Pot 


8s 


DEPARTMENTS 


Letters . . 
Flashes . 
Abuse Folio... 
Bukowski’s Notes of a Dirty Old Man 
Grow American . 

Seeds'n'Stems 

High Times Classified 

Dopelore 

Visions 

LastWords ... 


. Pot postcards 
a s MDA 
. .Drink syhiokey and carry abigstick 
Room for the tops 

Great books, great comix 


‘The best films of our lives {this year) 
From Jungle Fever 


BSBs tSFS on 


3 by Dean Latim 
In this, the exciting con- 


The Road to Albemarle 


clusion to Dean Latimer’s tale of 
drug-smuggling adventure, 
crooked law-enforcement offi- 
cials and New Jersey mobsters 
sucker Elinor Henderson and 
Huey into turning over their 
whole planeload of contraband. 
Will they remain out-foxed and 
see their payload snatched right 
from under their noses, or does 
Huey have one more trick up 
his premed sleeve? 


| Was a Teenage 
4 MB perternance Artist 
by Vale and Andrea Juno 


“Is a very exciting thing....to 
think that’ I can make trouble 
and annoy people.” Unholy ter- 
rors, these kids. A few years ago 
they would've been dosed with 
Ritalin and sent to bed without 
“Gilliganss Island.’ Today they 
roam the playgrounds of the 
subconscious, blowing up 
robots and playing with dead 
cats. "For Art's sake, just what 
the hell is going on here?" 


Centerfold: 
50: ‘Man on the Moon 
Sure, you may be able 


to make the quarter-million- 
mile trek on quid hydrogen 
and "right stuff” alone. But once 
ou get there you're gonna want 
Kill thrust from all your party 


burners. 


HIGHTIMES 3 


LET'S 
TALK 


TYPICAL PROPAGATION PERFORMANCE 
FOR FEMALE PLANTS 


Space Required Propagation Useable 
for Propagation Time Saplings 


160 

Cuttings in 38 days 
Soil/Perlite 

160 

Cuttings & 5.3 sq tt 10 days 
GENISIS 


Actual performance varies with species and growing conditions. 


GENISIS 
ROOTING SYSTEM 
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WHEN THE & 
WORLD’S BEST GROWERS 
NEED A COMPLETE 


SYSTEM FOR: 
* MULTIPLE FLOWERING of Orchids, 
* COMPACT BRANCHING 

* ENHANCED BUDDING 


of Roses, Ree 
ENRICHED LEAF SPREAD for Violets rele 
thru concentrating C0, for accelerated growth 
Crystal 
PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES clear 
when on 


HAS IT ALL! 


PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” GERMINATION KIT 
PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” COMBINED SOIL AND NUTRIENTS 
PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” LIVING LAMP SERIES 


hot air escapes 


LIGHT — HOW CAN 233 watts 
be as efficient as 1000 watts? 


MAXIMIZE CO, NATURALLY 
C0,—To increase CO. for enhanced 
plant growth, either 1. Seal the en- 
Vironment & pump it in, or 2. Speed 
tup the air flow surrounding the leaf 
Temp.—233 walts of heat energy 
from the 6 flourescent lamps plus 
1 incandescent bulb heats up and 
drys the air. As the HOT AIR RISES 
out, COOL AIR is drawn in 


er 


1. Plants always closer than 
3 iinches from any 2 light 


INSIDE | OUTSIDE] Sources 
Air Speed [_15mph_|_Omph 2, Toll light tection trom 

y Z| top. bottom and sides of unit 
Humidity | 40% 1 100% saturates top and bottom of 
Lem 80: 20 ail leaves 


coal a enters 
INTENSITY FACTORS 

FERTILIZED SOIL = bys CAPACITY FACTORS 

1. Intensity factors (IF) are nutrients readily 

avaiable to plants 

2. Capacity factors (CF) are nutrients locked 

up in soil/fert. particles, 

Soil test results show the intensity factor and 

ihe capacity factor as a total number. A test 


PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES combines lightweight 
(1% Ibs. per bushel) porous (100X more 
porous for root-oxygen exchange) SOIL that 
holds 20X its weight in H,0 with the nutrient 
formulae. Then tests for intensity factor (IF) and 
capacity factor (CF) for PERFECT BALANCE 


ACTUAL TEST RESULTS: 


result could show very high total nutrients while AF) (Gi) 
the plants are actually starving, WHA 73° 137 
mt NO3 18 
Pyraponic **Pertect Balance” TOTALN 1389.- 
Germination kit P 1292.6 
K 2020 
Calcium 5380 
Ma 5347 
Ph 63° Tie 

“hvalable _-Unavalabe 


45 days from seed 
germination to photo 
elow 


CANNABINOID PROFILE OF MARIJUANA* 
THC is the psychoactive ingredient of marijuana 
CBD and CBN determine how THC fs metabolized 
HIGH THC __psychoactivity is active, intense, 
LOW CBD ~ shorter 
LOW THC __psychoactivity is less intense, 
HIGH CBD ~ longer lasting 

__ The older the plant, the more 
HIGH CBN — --dopey" the effect 
THC increases with high Phosphorus medium Nitrogen 
CBD increases with high Phosphorus high Nitrogen 


Orchids | Roses | Violets 
Nitrogen Low High Med 
Phosphorus High High High 
K Potassium Med low Low 


CAN YOU AFFORD NOT TO CALL US? 312 544-8008 

It you don’t earn more about ‘Please Send Me: 

plant production than you ever GERMINATION KIT ONLY 

knew before, we will pay you for COMBINED SOIL 

te call! AND NUTRIENTS ONLY 
PYRAPONCIND,,P0.80X1071 ‘BOOKLET — “GROWING PLANTS 
MELROSE PARK, IL 60106 PYRAPONIMETRICLY’” $1.00 
*Cannabinois Profile and actual test results presented from university conducted research for Masters 
Thesis entitled “Factors Contraling Resin Production and Pant Growth”*. pertains to any plant. 
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New Lower Prices—Same HIGH Quality 


——! 


> ———| 
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THE PARRA PROMISE 

We guarantee to ship your order the day we get your 
certified check—and that you should get your package 
within 2 days via UPS-Blue Label Air Service atno extra 
charge! NO ONE GIVES YOU FASTER SERVICE! 


J am 18 ye 9 


INCENSE ORDER FORM Me oy 


Enclosed is $2.00 0 cover postage 


CIRCLE SIZE DESIRED. AND TOTAL IN RIGHT HAND COLUMN Sie ans: Peep ealeg 


A Milky Trails Incense) 600.00 
B Pseudo Incense 600.00 
C ultraScent 600.00 
0 White Lady Incense 500.00 
E Superior Rock Incense 600.00 
F Super Scent 600.00 
superior Manni Zoz__ 2000 
‘HOWL Mannite 25.00 50.00 
© WL_ crystal Manni Too | —35.0-| 70.00 
1 Inositol 10.00 35.00 70.00 
T Mannie Conoscenr Sia Gars00— [peg Gar OO — 1 kiln P5000 
FREE CATALOG WITH ALL ORDERS, SUS TOTAL 

shiping 


SALES VOID WHERE PROHIBITED BY LAW— 
ITEMS NOT INTENDED FOR ILLEGAL USE—NO SALES TO MINORS 


TOTAL ENCLOSED 


‘SEND CERTIFIED CHECK OR MONEY ORDER ONLY 


APRA DISTRIBUTORS 
2813 NEWPORT BLVO. 
NEWPORT BEACH, CALIF. 92663 


CALL (714) 675-7413 For VISA/MC Orders 


ANNOUNCING THE OPENING OF PARRA DISTRIBUTORS—EAST 
OUR NEW WAREHOUSE IS OPEN IN PHILADELPHIA. . GIVING YOU SPEEDY ONE DAY SERVICE. 
LOWEST PRICES IN THE U.S.A...FROM COAST TO COAST 
FEATURING * VITABLEND 


* MANNITE CONOSCENTI — * ULTRASCENT * SUMMA SCENT © SUPERIOR INOSITOL 

* SUPERIOR MANNITOL SUEDO INCENSE ¢ SUPERIOR SPARKLE INCENSE ¢ WHITE LADY INOSITOL 
WHITE LADY MANNITOL © MILKY TRAILS INCENSE — « SPARKLE MANNITOL —OTHER BULK CHEMICALS 

* WHITE LADY INCENSE © SUPERIOR ROCK INCENSE * DIAMOND CUT ALSO AVAILABLE 


ATTENTION DISTRIBUTORS, WHOLESALERS, & RETAIL CUSTOMERS 
Call 800-854-4646 to order from Parra East 


LETTERS 


Passing the Piss Test 


Editor: 
Kudos to Dean Latimer for one of the 
best pieces of investigative journalism 
that I have read in a long time. I'm 
referring, of course, to his article on 
the EMIT urinalysis test in your 
November issue. What with the test's 
extensive employment in both the 
public and private sector, to be armed 
with such information is vital. As a 
medical professional I am well aware 
of the dangers of leaving such crucial 
matters in the hands of the so-called 
professionals. 
—Dr. Richard Nelle 

Lincoln, Neb. 


Incurably Romantic 
Editor: 
Thoroughly enjoyed Michael Aldrich's 
historical account of opium addiction 
among the belles-lettres set [HIGH 
Times, Nov. '82]. Along with most 
scholars, though, I would take issue 
with his claim that Coleridge wrote 
“Kubla Khan" upon awaking from an 
opium dream. Coleridge's best poetry 
is always fragmentary (i.e., “Christa- 
bel,” "A Sunset,” “The Knight's Tomb,” 
etc.)—he wrote no complete poems 
that can match these fragments. 
Apologizing for his not being able to 
finish “Christabel,” Coleridge wrote, 
“The reason of my not finishing 
‘Christabel’ is not that I don't know 
how to do it—for I have, as I always 
had, the whole plan entire from 
beginning to end in my mind, but I 
fear I could not carry on with equal 
success the execution of the idea, an 
extremely subtle and difficult one.” 
Such was his modus operandi. Opium 
had nothing to do with it. 
—Karl Emerson 

Topeka, Kans. 


Ganesh Goes Ganja 
Editor: 


So now we finally find out where 
Zippy was getting all his non sequiturs 
from—Ganesh Baba (HIGH TIMES, 
Dec. '82}. I especially liked, "I'll take 
your ghee, I'll take your butter, I'll 
take your money and your honey. 
I love cows and women." Is this guy 
for real or what? 
—Edward Rosetti 

Boston, Mass. 


What do you mean by ‘real"?—Ed. 


Science Marches On 
Editor: 
As a grower with over 10 years’ 
‘experience, I found an old back issue 
‘of yours most interesting. am. 


referring specifically to an article in 
your June issue that detailed the 
arguments in the sativa-indica contro- 
versy. For many years now I have 
been working to develop a high- 
powered crossbreed. I have a good 
sativa that has evolved nicely over a 
period of six years, and an indica that 
I have grown indoors for four 
generations. Hopefully they will 
prove a fine hybrid. If I'm successful, 
T'll let you know. I enclose the photo 
below to let your readers know that 
we grow more than tomatoes in Ohio. 
—WG. 

Dayton, Ohio 


Ultimately Yours 

Editor: 
Recently I was reading a back issue 
of HIGH TIMES, circa 1978, and in it 
there was a letter to the editor from 
arock musician of the 1960s named 
Tan Bruce-Douglas. He was the lead 
singer and songwriter for a group 
called Ultimate Spinach. Having been 
a longtime aficionado of the group 
because of its acid-soaked lyrics, 
I would very much like to get in 
contact with him, so as to express 
my appreciation of the fine lyrics and 
music with which he has enriched 
my life. His letter gave New Orleans 
as his home address. I have tried 
information but he is not listed. 
Would it be possible for me to either 
get his address, or, if that is not possi- 
ble, would you please pass on a letter 
to him if I send it to HIGH TIMES? 

Seeing his letter really blew my 
mind because I have wondered what 
ever became of lan Bruce-Douglas for 
about 10 years! Thank you so much, 
—Name and address 

withheld 


Ian, phone home.—Ed. 
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Cocaine Consumer's Snow Blind 


TD) eter Sabtme 


I tees 


$3.50 


=| Cultivator’s Handbook of Marijuana 


al Bill Drake 


x, with over 100 photographs, de A 
ede 


charts, maps anda special soli on poyctiactive aces 


Marijuana Potency 


The bea! current bot 


om) suas te 
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Pipe Dreams =| Caretaking the Wild Sinsemilla 5 

by Don Raye a] BA Seed 

oxane =| tem wees neem 


How to Build a Bigger and Better 


‘The Hluminati Papers 
by Robert Anton W 

The bes selling author of 
Trger further illuminates the age 


ie, the Mystique and the Reality 
IL. Philips ond Konald D, Wynne, PhD. 
ever published on every aspect 
sine cling the results over 10D interviews ith 
aw enfcemens fica 20 


Hydroponic Garden 


uu 
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Cannabis Alchemy: The Art of 
Modern Hashmaking Deluxe Edition 


Turn that moldy old bug of dichweed into some hit 


specifically for tne layman, sith 


‘The Art and Science of 


2 SS ES Se TT 


T| Mama Coca 


bya 


Deluxe Edition * 
7 trom ons ees SEOT 
color plgdstnd ever 150 black end wie photo and 
charts, New spiralbound, 4029 $14.95 


ytstiu 


rites 


Book of the Month 


Cooking with Cannabis 


marijuana recipes, this 


rr Conds and how iis best assimilated by 


AM 


by Harold M, Silverman and Gilbert I Simon 


‘The Sinsemilla Technique 


Hu 


A tmust for anyone setious about cooking 


Famous Drug Plant of the South Seas 


‘The Primo Plant 
by Mountavs Girl 


Complete nstructions for growing fine, organic snsemila 
uana. the seedless warety pried by composes tS 


exquisite high #023 3850, 


COCAINE CONSUMER'S 


Marijuana Potency 

The Illuminati Papers 

Cannabis Alchemy: The Art of 

Modern Hashmaking 

‘The Art and Science of Cooking 
$3.50 


Kava‘Kava, Famous Drug Plant of 
the South Seas 


020 Cocaine: Mystique & Re sa05 |= 
#021 Mama Coca 3895 |= 

—— #022. The Pill Book 34.95 |= 
#023. The Primo Plan $450 |= 

925 Marijuana: The Cultivator’s = 
Handbook = 

#026 Caretaking the Wild Sinsemilla - 

#027 How to Build a Bigger and Better - 
Hydroponic Garden $395 |= 

#030. The Sinsemilla Technique sioss |= 


Cicheck Cimoney order 


Sales tax NYS residents $ 


‘Add $1.00 shipping for each book $. 


HAHAHAHA 


Grand total (Check or money order only!) $. 


Mail to: HIGH TIMES Bookstore, Box 1414, Ansonia Station, New York, NY 10023 
Please send me the books I have checked off. 


Iam enclosing 


Name 


Address 7 = 


City 


State Zip 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. Money orders significantly speed de 
New York resilents please add applicable sales t 223} 
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Sinsemilla Studio Grows Labels 


Deep in the redwood forests of Northern California, 
in an art studio that would rival the seven dwarfs’ 
workshop, Pat Ryan and his partner, the late, great 
Dave Sheridan, internationally renowned under- 
ground cartoonist, have created a tongue-in-cheek 
look at what California’s Biggest Agricultural Business 
might be like someday. 

Here, in the tradition of early California produce 
labels, they have created a contemporary graphic 
style that extolls the virtues of the state’s most 
popular exports, humor and imagination. 

Partners in a graphic-design studio aptly named 
C.O.D. Grafix (Grafix as in "Comix"; C.O.D. stands 
for “Consistently Overdrawn"}, Ryan and Sheridan 
enjoyed the benefits of living in a paradise where, it 
was rumored, the finest sinsemilla buds obtainable 
grew. The vintage tops of the North Coast, just like 
the famous vintage wines, are all products of an 
unmatched Northern California climate. Many a 
day was spent at C.O.D. Grafix with Pat and Dave 
tripping through a list of fictitious names for 
particularly stony samples of buds that friends had 
grown in their backyards. They delighted in coming 
up with outrageous brand names that visually were 
as recognizable as the brands of any commercial 


product sold today, and especially common to the 
ear of grass-roots bud-lovers everywhere. . . for 
example, "Sticky Fingers” or "Space City” brands. 

Soon the list grew so big, and the artists were so 
inspired, that they carried out their satiric fantasies 
and started to market them as postcards, stickers 
and T-shirts, under the name “California Home- 
growers Association.” 

Begun in 1982, the association has opened its 
membership to everyone. The $10 membership 
includes: eight full-color postcards and eight 
stickers that you can stick wherever they look good. 
You also get a specially numbered membership 
card, a California Homegrowers Association button, 
a two-dollar-off coupon good toward the purchase 
of a beautiful full-color T-shirt with one of the eight 
different designs on the front and the full-color 
California Homegrowers Association logo on the 
left sleeve (usually $12 plus tax). 

A membership card entitles its holder to a 
seasonal newsletter and a first look at the next 
portfolio of new designs. 

For further information contact: The California 
Homegrowers Association, P.O. Box 628, Fairfax, 
CA 94930. 
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Talk about 
Mickey Mouse acid... 


At last, after all these years, we can finally lick 
Tricky Dick. The latest blotter making the rounds 
(shown left) is RMN 18.5. A close examination of 
the Sphinx head will reveal the familiar features of 
our 37th president. The high is supposedly intense, 
but some deleterious side effects have been 
reported. Users may suffer from delusions of 
grandeur, an incessant craving for Chinese food and 
a total loss of consciousness for eighteen and a half 
minutes, But after a sufficient period of 

habilitation, most RMNoids are once again 
up and running. 


High on the Vine 


The fruity wine slipping through Catherine 
Deneuve's lush lips, delicately tippling over her 
tongue—that intoxicating elixir passes from your 
hand to her inviting bouche. Well, maybe, kind of. 
There is the possibility that if you harvest grapes 
for a fortnight in France's Beaujolais region, 

Ms. Deneuve might someday taste the fruits of 
your labor. 

Each fall, starting in October, cultivators of 
French vignobles hire on teams of locals, transients 
assorted internationals, male and female, to 
ire Les Vendanges.” For a nine-hour workday 
stripping the vines, you receive $25, free board, 
three feeds a day of good French country vittles 
(rabbit, fresh pork, garden veggies) and the coup 
de grace—all the vin you can guzzle. 

—James Kusnir 
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Requiem for a 38-D 


Remember Miss Body Beautiful? (Her picture in 
our September 1980 issue generated more reader 
response than any other item in HIGH TIMES 
history.) Remember Leon Spinks? (He took the 
WBC Heavyweight title away from Ali in '78 and 
lost it back to him the same year.) Remember 
Mandingo? 


TING, the Pacific Northwest's largest retailer of G 
Is proud to announce, WE to allow YOU to own this 
same that has made 


the largest supplier of G SYSTEMS in the great Northwest 
today. 


Our are manufactured with the same 
values that made our country great. We use only the 
‘components money can buy. All of our 
Each is equipped with an 
ballast and capacitor ina uniquely 
designed to keep ballast and capacitor at their optimum running temperature for 
better operation and longer life. We also use 
for along with bulb socket for 
our ang bulb socket for our 
With your you receive your choice 
‘of hoods; A 21 in. porcelain hood or a 45 in, reflective nood. 
Price List 
Sylvania M1000U metal halide lamp (110,000 lumens) 
your choice of hood $188.99" 
Sylvania MS1000 Super halide lamp (125,000 lumens) 
your choice of hood $198.99° 
Sylvania or G.E. LU1000 H.P. Sodium Jamp (140,000 lumens) 
your choice of hood $275.00° 
Replacement Bulbs 
M1000 C/BU Sylvania $71.50 
MS1000 BU Sylvania $64.50 
M47 Ballast core & coil $105.00 
“Phosphorus Coated Bulbs $7.00 Additional 
All our systems have a You pay shipping. TO ORDER, send CASHIER'S check, money order, or C.0.D. 
cordier (send 20% deposit) to: 420 Seattle Biya. N,, Pacific, WA 98047. OR CALL TOLL FREE 1.800.426.5577 
Seattle residents call (206) 833-8260. 26 
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GROW LIGHTS-HYDROPONICS 


INDOOR SUN™ DELUXE 1000 


STANDARD 1000 WATT WATT METAL HALIDE 
METAL GROW LIGHT 

Seow M 1000 bulb. Adjustable 20” 
M1000 bulb with 18” white enamel reflector (90% 


reflectivity), ventilated ballast 
box as pictured below with 

on/off circuit breaker and red 
indicator light. $184.50 


white enamel reflector 
(90% reflectivity), and 
ventilated ballast box. 
Completely assembled. 
$152.50 


ECONOMY 1000 WATT 4000 WATT HIGH 
METALHALIDE GROW LIGHT ~ PRESSURE SODIUM 
Completely wired ballast GROW LIGHT 
‘on sturdy Great for flowering. 20” 
Gluminum frame. 2 x 3 ft Adjustable white enamel 
polished aluminum reflector reflector (90% reflectivity) 
(70% reflectivity) and socket Completely assembled. $284.50 
Sef Willy 1000 bulb. Eeonony, 
$129.50 version $254.50 
ECONOMY 400 wart 
METALHALIDE GROW LIGHT 
Same as above but with 14” SUPERPOT™ NUTRIENT 
White enamel reflector and SUPPLY KIT 
M 400 bulb. 3100.00 plus shipping. 


$99.50 Includes complete Superpot™ 
regulator, reservoir, hoses 
and fittings. Add-on 
Superpots™ 4 for $100, 
'9 for $200 or 20 for $400. 
INDIVIDUAL 
SUPERPOTS 
Single units. 
self-contained 
nutrient reservoir, 
Includes: 
Two 7 gal. pots 
Pump-Flo™ system 
Growing medium 
Nutrient level 
indicator. 
46 02. of nutrient. f < 
only $29.95 . er) . - 30 GALLON RESERVOIR 
2 for $54.95 : . <>) 
4 for $100.00 
9 for $200.00 DROW EATOR TONE YEAR PARTS & LABOR GUARANTEE 
30 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
MOST ORDERS SHIPPED IN 24 HOURS 


We are your complete growing system company. We have it all: lights, hydroponics, nutrients, books, timers, 
Bumps, tanks, etc. As manufacturers of our own growing systems, we can save you money by selling directly to you. 
Our motto is “A Fair Price For A Proven Product.’ Call for free catalogue. 


ENERGY SAVERS UNLIMITED, INC. 


22138 SOUTH VERMONT AVE. #C, TORRANCE, CA 90502 


IN CALIFORNIA CALL COLLECT TOLL FREE OUTSIDE CALIFORNIA 
(213) 775-1094 (800) 421-2994 
C.O.D, ORDERS WELCOME 


EXCEPTIONAL 
VALUES 


COMPARE 
AND SAVE 


GROWLIGHT MID-WINTER 


SPECIALS 
Indoor Sun™ Completely 
1000 watt Bes oe 
Metal aiac ole 


Halide 
Growlight 


(110,000 
lumens- 
12,000 hrs) 


®@ 18” white enamel high efficiency 
reflector with 15 ft. lamp cord 
{up to 90% reflectance) 

© Jefferson ballast in ventilated 
cadmium plated steel enclosure 
with 8 foot power cord 

© Enough light for an 8’ x8’ area 


400 watt 

I 
Metal Halide Shipping 
Growlight 


(34,000 
lumens- 
20,000 hrs) 


© 14” white enamel reflector 
with 15 ft. lamp cord 

© Economy open ballast with 
8 ft. power cord mounted 
‘on aluminum channel 

© Enough light fora 4 x4 area 

© Less heat buildup than 1000 watt 


ENERGY SAVERS UNLIMITED 
Telephone Order Today 
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Jokes for Jerks Calendar 


What has 90 toes, one black penis 
and two breasts? The Supreme 
Court 

What do you call an Iranian first 
offender? Lefty. 

Did you hear about the Polish 
javelin team? They elected to 
receive. 


Now, if you were among the 
cognoscenti who bought the Jokes 
for Jerks 1983 Calendar when it 
first came out, you could be 
winning friends and offending 
authority figures with these jokes 
and others of their ilk. The 
calendar features at least 20 jokes 
a month, viciously creative 
graphics and a thirteenth page 
called "Fantasy Month." All this 
for only $4.95 from Last Gasp 
Publishing in San Francisco. 
What do you call a person who 
buys a calendar in March? Our 


inda dop. 
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Hydrolite™ 
Super 
$199.95 


21" diameter 
largest in class 


Hydropot™ 
Quad 
$199.95 


(MS-1000 bulb 
(clear, 128k lumens) 


Compare Hydrolite™ features: 

+ Bulbs... more blue—more red—more lumens! Newest design! Improved spectrum! 
Faster growth, better flowering! 

‘+ Adjustable reflectors . .. made of Satavlite™, an alloy developed by NASA for perfect reflec: 
tion and smooth, even diffusion. Ours exclusively! Reflects 25% more light than polished 
aluminum, 60% more than arc-type reflectors. Adjustable—focus or spread the light as 
your plants grow! (Warning: undersized reflectors won't cover a 10x10’ area and will cause 
Premature bulb burnout) 

+ Remote louvered ballasts .. . steel enclosed, watersafe, all UL approved components (Note: 
common “ventilated” covers are just screens over open components; they're dangerous 
around water). 


All Hydropot™ systems include: 
heavy-duty pump and timer, reservoir and cover, garden containers, Kona Lava, all di 
hoses and fittings, et 
instruction manual 


s, 
nutrients A & B, peat seed starters, pH test kit, and complete 
you add are seeds and water! 


All Hydrolite™ systems come with: 
bulb, reflector, ballast, all pre-wired with heavy-duty UL cord (lights from others require 
wiring), lightweight and ready to hang from any swag hook! Simply plug into your timer 
and any normal 120V home outlet. For high pressure sodium, 400W halides, etc., see 
catalog 


Why Buy From Us? 
Applied Hydroponics has been the leader in the homegrown hydroponics field since 1976. 
‘We're the oldest and the largest. Time-tested and proven by tens of thousands of satisfied 
High Times buyers, our record speaks for itself. High quality and low price, backed by 
a full year guarantee on all of our products, makes us the only answer for those who want 


to grow their own. 
Phonelsend for FREE catalog and info 


ccc 


Oty” | Price =U 

ae Be 
= A (206-16) 1 Ib. 12.00 City/State/Zip; —________ — 2 
en sms oeran anise el) | 
Fy ts add 6% sales tax Ine Year Guarantee on all products. Shipped in plain, un- iF 
Peer a a § J 


Free Timor ($29.95 value) when you order both hydroponics and lighting. Check here 
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David Blue, 1941-1982 


David Blue, one of the fixtures of the 
Greenwich Village folk-rock scene in 
the '60s, died in New York in Decem- 
ber. Asa singer/songwriter, he pro- 
duced eight albums. As an actor, he 
appeared in Wim Wenders American 
Friend and as the narrator/historian 

in Bob Dylan's Renaldo and Clara. As a 
gadfly, he influenced some of the most 
successful artists of his time. He died 
at 41 of a heart attack while jogging, 
ironically enough, around Washington 
Square Park. At his funeral the elegy 
was delivered by his fellow song- 
writer/poet Leonard Cohen. It speaks 
volumes about David and about us. 


He died running, he fell beside the 
square, (o the street where, many years 
before he had begun to sing, he fell in the 
fullest expression of vanity and discipline. 
‘Many of us, in our songs, had touched on 
the type of man that he became. Dylan 
raised up such a ragged hero many times 
before he turned to solace in the shadow 
of American Christianity. Joni Mitchell 
had spoken simply of thai constant 
ambiguous lover, spoken of him over and 
over, before she entered the beautiful 
technology of jazz and virtuosity. Kris 
Kristofferson had described that gambler 
playing his way from Nashville to Holly- 
wood, where finally the dangers of the 
game were too coarse for poetry. David 


a 


Blue was the peer of any singer in this 
‘country, and he knew it, and he coveted 
their audiences and their power, he 
claimed them as his rightful due. And 
when he could not have them, his dis- 
appointment became so dazzling, his 
greed assumed such purity, his appetite 
such honesty, and he stretched his arms 
so wide, that we were.all able to 
recognize ourselves, and we fell in love 
with him. And as we grew older, as 
something in the public realm corrupted 
itself into irrelevance, the integrity of his 
ambition, the integrity of his failure, 
became, for those who knew him, 
increasingly important and appealing, 
and he moved swifily, with effortless 
intimacy, into the private life of anyone 
who recognized him, and our private 
lives became for him the theaters that no 
one would book for him, and he sang for 
us in hotel rooms and kitchens, and he 
became that poet and that gambler, and 
he established a defiant style to revive 
those soiled archetypes. In the last few 
years, something happened to his voice 
and his guitar, something very deep and 
sweet entered, his timing became 
immaculate and we knew that we were 
listening to one of the finest, one of the 
few men singing in Americ and I was 
happy then and perhaps happier now (0 
say that I told him that. He did not put 
away his cowboy boots. He did not take 
a part-time job; he was fully employed in 
his defiance and his originality, and his 
faithfulness to a ground, a style, an image 
of which he himself was the last and best 
champion exponent, a style that many of 
us had wanted, courted, and had not 
won. And finally, toward the end of his 
short and graceful life, he had the grace 
to recognize the woman to whom he had 
always been singing, and he courted and 
married Nesya and because a woman of 
talent and beauty does not choose lightly, 
she made manifest for all to plainly see 
the qualities of love and generosity that 
he had forced out of his distress. 

The death of such a man unifies us, 
and recalls to us how precious we are to 
‘one another. 


—Leonard Cohen } 


What do the Experts Say? 


High Times says: 

“Thanks to its unique 
hydroponic system the 
Hydropot just sits 

under its light and 

pops out plants. No 

dirt, no manure, no 
sweat...each Hydropot unit 
is good for four to six husky 
plants, six feet tall...a 
whole room full can make 
one the most prosperous 
grower in town.” 


Hydropot™ 

$59.95 
Hydrolite™ 

Standard 


cH 
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Sata-lite™ Reflector 


Only Hydropot™ Systems have... 
Flo-thru"™ circulation — only our 
exclusive automatic flush systems can 
give the high energy nutrient flow your 
kind of plants need. Soil, wick or drip 
set-ups can't compare. They're made 
for slow growing houseplants or 
vegetables and hold only one plant. 

a™ medium— our porous lava 
s maximum aeration, the best 
plant support, and it's reusabie. It's the 
best! Soggy vermiculite mixes don't 

in air and can't hold up plants. 
‘Special nutrients —not just plain 
vegetable food, but two formulas, both 
complete and balanced, specially 
blended for what you want to grow. 
Fastest growth, biggest yields, and 
highest potency! 1 Ib. = 100 gal. 


Growhite enamel 
16" diameter reflector 


largest in class 
tergees ine ‘MS-1000¢ bulb 


Hydropot™ 
Duo 
$109.95 


Cylinders of Sunlight™ 


Only Super-Twists™ have: 
same spectrum as the sun 
* patent for ultra-violet 


* twist for more light__—~_ Se 
Phonelwrite for FREE — a 
catalog and info. Be 
Recommended 
= ~~ by every leading 
> authority! for: 
x x z © seedling starts 
ven * side lighting 
Le * low ceilings 


For low ceilings: 
* box of 6 (48") for one Hydropot — $69.95 
* box of 6 (96”) for the Hydropot Duo — $139.95 
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BOOKS ON HIGHER 
EDUCATION 


© COMPLETE CANNABIS 
CULTIVATOR = Details how to plant 
gfOW, harvest, cure; plant diseases, soil 
Problems, etc BI $1.50 
SUPER GRASS GROWER'S GUIDE- 
Growing super grass with hydroponics, 
lighting, special nutrient, more females. 
ete B2S1.50 
MARIJUANA CONSUMER'S AND 
DEALER'S GUIDE - Extract, hash, 
LSD,” mescaline, others. Clearly 
explained B3 $1.50 
D.M.T. GUIDE - Make powerful, 
smokeable. psychedelic DM... Khala- 
Khij.an- aphrodisiac, tips on hash 
B4SI50 
THE POT BOOK - The story of pot 
history, cultivation and "preperation, 
Many useful facts BSS1.50 
HERBAL HIGHS - Over 60 natural and 
legal narcotics, psychedelics, stimulants. 
Iilustrated B6S1.S0 
‘SUPERMOTHER'S COOKING WITH 
GRASS - Fifteen recipes for the sensual 
cullinary connoisseur. Produces inspired 
dinner conversation. B78.150 
HERBAL APHRODISIACS - Natural 
and mostly legal substances which excite 
erotic desire, nutrition forsexual potency 
and more. BBS150 
HOME GROWN HIGHS - Organic 
highs at home: psychedelic mushrooms 
Peyote and other cacti. morning glory 
Wood rose and more 5951-30 
GUIDE TO GROWING CANNABIS 
UNDER FLOURESCENTS. - Closet 


bumpercropsathome B10 $2.00 


SEND FOR 
YOUR FLASH 
BOOK 

Ow 


FLASH MAIL ORDER 
DEPT. HT-283 
P.O. Box 14416 
Philadelphia, Pa. 19115 


Amt. enclosed $. Plus 75¢ handling 
Address 

xs, State — 

Please allow 3 to weeks for handling PA rey 


include sales tan So 
(Sh motesale mauites we 
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Inc. of New York City. 
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“ Gesundheit.” 


Wilde, like a stallion, loved a boy 
and counted the rosary of prison years 
repenting every werewolf kiss 
middle-aged need had bestowed on youth 


ina city of loneliness Edgar Poe 
starved his soul till his skin bleached 
white 


William Hierens wrote in lipstick on 
a wall 
the secret language of our century 
and a little girl's body chopped in four 
he left behind for tabloids and the priests 


the perverse poet in the London fog 
Jack wrote in blood six odes to love 


the infant Hitler was deprived of love 

and, through processes that a Jew named 
Freud 

has taught us all to understand, 

six million people later died 


Cracking a Smile 


Here are three quick takes from the ass-backwards world of P.C. 
Parker's Tushy: Not Just Another Pretty Face, published by Crabwalk 


King Herod’s Lust 
by Robert Anton Wilson 


Ravechal, who threw bombs in 
restaurants, 
said, "There are no innocent bourgeoisie 


and not until the blade of time 

can shave selfishness from the poor selfs 
need 

will the need for love be a loving thing 

and the naked flesh not a naked cage 


The above is from HIGH TIMES con- 
tributing editor Robert Anton Wilson's 
latest tome, Right Where You Are Sitting 
Now, which features further explora- 
tions of neuropsychology, Illuminati- 
inspired conspiracy theory, semantic 
shuffleboard and the Jumping Jesus 
phenomenon. I's available from 
‘And/Or Press and it’s guaranteed to 
make your DNA quiver 


PDK Labs, Inc., manufactures the Highest 
Quality Stimulants to help you stay alert when 
you need it most. Our Regular Strength 
Tablets are equal to two (2) cups of 

coffee, while our Extra Strength 

Tablets are equal to three (3) cups 


of coffee. 
THIS IS A LIMITED OFFER, 
ONE PER HOUSEHOLD. 


For information on our Diet, Sleep Aids 
and other Stimulants. 

We invite you to call TOLL FREE: 
Outside N.Y, State (800) 645-1721 


In N.Y. State (516) 585-8000 
3 Pa 


Yes! send me 
100 Stimulants of the 
potency | have checked 
O Extra Strength 
CO Regular Strength 
Enclosed is my payment of #1.00 
Or Charge — O VISA DO MASTERCARD 


Acct. # 


mi EXTRA STRENGTH [i 
affeine 225ms pol! 


Ci Phenyi 50mg: 


Propanolamine A, 
se ie 


100 TABLETS | 


id 
C 


Mail coupon to: 


Labs, Inc. 
65 Air Park Drive, Ronkonkoma, New York 11779 
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| GIANT POT PLANTS SEIZED z 
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PRES, SMITH 
LAY EGGS 

IN BOLIVIA 

| AND PAKISTAN 


REAGAN TEAM DOPE TOURS FLOP 


Demonstrators battled riot police at the National University in Bogot4, 
Colombia, as President Reagan was hearing hard words from Pres. 
Belisario Betancttr. 


OT Ore MRA EN ZONH REPRE 


by Charles Winston-Levy 


W A S| Ht N 6G T 0 N; Dae: 
HE REAGAN ADMINISTRATION IS 
learning the hard way that moralis- 
tic, antidrug platitudes, that might 
wear well in right-wing political cir- 

cles, just don’t fly in Bogota or Landi Kotel. 

When Pres. Ronald Reagan and Atty. Gen. 

William French Smith toured foreign cities in 

November and December, largely to convince 

| smaller countries to toe the U.S. line on drug 

enforcement, they were force-fed a dose of 


harsh reality. 
Smith's 22-day jaunt took him to Japan, 
Hong Kong, T! id, Pakistan, Italy and 


France. It was in Pakistan that he faced his 
baptism by fire. There, in the mountain village 


PARAQUAT PLOT 


of Landi Kotel, thrives one of the most ebul- 
lient dope markets in the world. Multikilo 
bundles of hashish, opium and, some say, 
freshly refined heroin change hands over the 
counter, and nobody complains—mainly 
because the hardy mountain dope merchants 
carry knives and guns of every description and 
know well how to use them. Undaunted—or 
perhaps insufficiently forewarned—Smith 
actually arranged to tour this exotic bazaar. 
Surrounded by a phalanx of Pakistani troops 
and FBI guards, he ascended the legendary 
Khyber Pass linking Pakistan with ‘Aighanis 
tan. As the Pakistani regulars fanned out over 
rooftops and through the market lanes of 
Landi Kotel, along his —_/ continued on page 22 


STORY ON PAGE 23 
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NARCS NET TUNA 


POLICE NAB 600 | 
SCHOOL DEALERS 


MIAMI, FLORIDA 
ARL JERRY LONDON, FOR- 
‘mer mayor of Clarkes- 

ville, Georgia, and a fugitive 

for more than two years, has 
been arrested and returned to 
prison in the United States. 

London was among those in- 

dicted in 1979 in the Drug En- 

forcement Administration’s 
show-trial extravaganza that 
brought down the ring of bun- 
gling pot movers knownas the 

Black Tunas (see “The Gang 

That Couldn't Deal Straight,” 

HicuTimes, Sept. '81).He fled 

the country during a break in 

the trial proceedings and had 
been hotly pursued by federal 


ON ISLE OF ARUBA 


drug agents ever since. 
‘According to DEA spokes- 
persons, London had been liv- 
ing ona friend’s yacht off the 
island of Aruba, a protector- 
ate of the Netherlands located | 
near the coast of Venezuela, a 
mere hundred miles or so from 
the pot-rich Guajira peninsu- 
la of Colombia. Aruba police, 
apparently complying with a 
DEA plan, detained London 
in late November for carrying 
false identification. He was 
then hastily expelled fromthe 
island and placed on a flight 
to Miami. Agents aboard the 
planearrested himenrouteto 
/ continued on page 22 


NEW YORK CITY 
ew York CiTy ROOKIE 
narcs put on their sneak- 

ers and varsity jackets to in- 
filtrate nearly 200 city schools 
last winter, and discovered 
that, insome schools, pushers 
seemed nearly to outnumber 
students. Over 600 people 
were busted in 178 schools 
over three weeks—an average 
of 33 dope busts per day—but 
only 35 of the bustees were 
students! 

While the kiddie nares hung 
out mainly at out-of-school 
teen hangouts, they discov- 
ered that the halls of even such 
venerated city institutions as 


Pace Junior College and 
Washington Irving High 
School were positively pestif- 
erous with creeps pushing 
dope onto teenagers. It was 
called “Operation 3 R's”; and 
the action simply did not let 
up for the whole three weeks 
it lasted. The rate of busts 
was steady throughout the 
whole caper, from Montauk 
Junior High in South Brook- 
lyn to Jane Adams High in 
the Bronx. No matter how 
many dope peddlers the cops 
managed to haul off, there 
was no shortage of others to 
take their place immediately, 
to be hauled off in turn. wr 


BUMBLING COUNTY COP RAIDS OKRA PATCH 


94 FOUR-FOOT PLANTS CAPTURED IN NIGHT RAID 


GRANITE CITY, ILLINOIS 


| ————_ J = was sicuirrime. It was park. Be- 
| ides, okra “resembles marijuana some- 
what,” Capt. Robert Astorian said, trying 
to explain why a local officer on the late 
shift here had ripped up all of the elderly 
Mrs. Murphy's okra plants and seized 
them as contraband. The myopic cop was 
never identified by name, but he did most 
certainly endure his share of professional 
embarrassment. His superiors kept the 
94 confiscated plants around the cop shop 
for days after the “raid,” just to make sure 
the patrolman in question got his fair 
share of “compliments” from his peers 
on the force. 

The debacle began when the dispatcher 
at the Granite City Police Department 
received a call from a public-spirited citi- 
zen, complaining about a marijuana patch 
behind his apartment building. The of- 
ficer arrived, confirmed the vigilante’s 
suspicions, and, without any sort of war- 
rant, methodically tore up every healthy, 
four-foot okra plant in Ida Murphy's veg- 
etable garden. 

“It's embarrassing,” Astorian admit- 
ted later to the press. “Of course the lady 
was upset. I called her up and apologized 
and told her to contact our city attorney 
about damages.” Wr 


Cannabis 
Sativa 


Joann Case 
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HIGH-TECH SPYING GIVEN COURT SHIELD 


PROBABLE CAUSE FOR DOPE SEARCHES DEEMED ‘NATIONAL SECURITY SECRET’ 


by Julio Restrepo 


PROVIDENC 


, RHODE ISLAND 
HE EMPLOYMENT OF UL 
trasensitive military tech- 
nology in Vice-President 
Bush's Caribbean “drug war” 
extravaganza has opened 
some interesting new legal 
quandaries. Last winter, for 
example, a squad of eight 
Coast Guard swabs, being 
carried about the Gulf on the 
famous aircraft carrier Nimn- 
itz, were abruptly helicop- 
tered onto the Navy guided- 
missile frigate Mississippi. 
‘The Mississippi later over- 
hauled tiny 110-foot shrimp- 
er, a hundred miles north of 
Colombia, laden with 30 tons 
of fume. Though the U.S. mili- 
tary had clearly done all the 
work of spotting and track- 
ing the shrimper, it wasneces- 
sary for the Coasties to be 
schlepped around to make the 
actual seizure, since only the 
U.S. Coast Guard Service is 
empowered to carry out such 
activities. 

Once the case got to court, 
defense lawyers raised a very 
ticklish point of law: What 
“probable cause” did the U.S. 
Coast Guard Service have, 
exactly, to stop said vessel, 
board it, locate and seize the 
contraband, and bust the 
crew? 

The fact is, federal court 
magistrate Raymond Pettine 
has declared here, no one can 
say how “probable cause” 
was established in this case— 
for fear of compromising U.S. 
national security. 

Tt could have happened in 
any number of improbable 
ways. Since the recent revo- 
cation of the 10-year-old tra- 
dition of posse comitatus, 
which formerly kept the U.S. 
Armed Services out of ci 
ian law enforcement, a vast 
and grotesque arsenal of mili- 
tary spook gear has been e 
ployed in the ‘drug war. 
Military satellites, whose 
very existence is classified— 
let alone the extent of their 
powers of observation—are 


said to be tracking suspicious- 
looking ships that leave noto- 
rious Colombian marimba 
ports like Riohacha. Thereare 
rumors that the army's sky- 
spies can actually zoom in on 
dope-hauling operations on 
Colombian docks and rivers, 
and then systematically 
track the loaded vessels all up 
and down the east and west 
coasts of the United States. 

The famous E-2C Hawk- 
eye, the Grumman high-alti- 
tude spy plane with an 
AWACS:style radar dish on 
its back, is also much in use. 
Hawkeyes, crammed with 
ultrasecret snoop gear, can 
supposedly keep track of 
floating bales from 30,000 
feet overhead; but exactly 
how they do so is a classified 
secret at the Department of 
Defense. 

‘After a bust, though, when 
the defendants are in the 
dock, their attorneys are en- 
titled to ask how the govern- 
ment had any reason to be- 
lieve, exactly, that there was 
so much as a seed or stem of 
dope on their vessel. When 
the lawyers for that afore- 
mentioned shrimper’s crew 
asked this last winter, the 
Justice Department took the 
extraordinary step of asking 
to be allowed to keep the 
information secret, for na- 
tional security considerations. 
Judge Pettine refused, order- 
ing them to disclose their 
probable-cause grounds for 
search and seizure, just as 
they would have to do in any 
other case. After further con- 
sultation, though—during 
which, presumably, Pettine 
was advised of the extraordi- 
nary military sensitivity of 
the matter—he reversed him- 
self, and said the prosecution 
could keep the details secret. 

‘The revocation of posse 
comitatus, in other words, 
is bound to have some ex- 
tremely far-reaching ramifi- 
cations on due process of law 
in America. Hr 


Can military satellites smoke out reefer? 


GIANT POT PLANTS 
SEIZED ON COAST 


SANTA CRUZ, CALIFORNIA 
OUNTY SHERIFF'S DEPU- 
ties who madetheseizure 

were almost as proud as if 
they'd grown the plants 
themselves. The Cannabis 
sativa in question stood a full 
25 feet tall, reaching clear to 
the glass panes at the top of 
| the lofty greenhouse. Investi- 
gating officers swore the 
trunks measured 14 inches 
(diameter or circumference 
not specified), and that 
branches extended up to 
seven feet from the base, with 
each plant yielding a full 
three pounds of prime sin- 
semilla buds. 
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‘The nares announced their 
find after raiding a secluded 
farm in the redwood forests 
near Bonny Doon. Compar- 
ing the gargantuan “grass” 
to the giant trees nativetothe 
region, Sgt. Carl Kuebler of 
the Santa Cruz Sheriff's De- 
partment quipped, “You've 
heard of Sequoya semper- 
virens? Well, we've got some- 
thing else: Sequoya semper 
cannabis.” 

‘Nine accused growers were 
also snatched in the sweep, 
along with 203 pounds of 
cured sinse ready for market. 
(Sorry, no photographs avail- 
able.) ur 
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/continued from page 19 
intended route, Smith pre- 
pared for a descent into the 
very entrails of the interna- 
tional dope underworld. 
Retreat in Pakistan 


It must have been a memora- 
ble sight: America’s top law- 
enforcement officer dressed 
in, say, diplomatic pinstripes 
under a conservative blue 
overcoat, stepping gingerly 
onto the cobblestones of this 
ancient and secluded hamlet, 
while the local population and 
itinerant smugglers looked on 
with sagacious contempt. It 
is unlikely that anyone from 
the distant civilizations of 
the West had ever arrived 
there with such a display of 
raw power. The natives must 
have seen Smith and his en- 
tourage asthe advance guard 
of some incomprehensible 
disaster. Hands presumably 
reached beneath homespun 
robes to cradle dagger hilts 
and pistol butts. 

“They were not smiling,” 
one member of Smith's party 
later told a reporter. 

In the end, the Pakistani 
officers in charge confessed 
that they could not. complete- 
ly guarantee Mr. Smith's safe- 
ty if he entered the byways of 
the bazaar; and after a few 
brief stepsand a furtive glance 
this way and that, theattorney 
general of the United States 
| hustled back to his waiting 
car. Theentire armed caravan 
then beata hasty retreat back 
down the Khyber Pass. 

Upon his return, Smith 
talked about his trip with the 
| Washington Post, and his re- 

marks were tempered by ex- 
perience: “You get the impres- 
sion that all you need to do is 
get a battalion, march into 
the hills and start pulling 
up poppies, but it’s not that 
easy,” he said, adding that 
many of the opium poppy- 
growing areas of the world 
were “inaccessible and un- 
governable.” 

‘The Thai government had 
acquainted Smith with other 
complexities that arise in the 
pursuit of dope control. He 
noted that the rulers in Bang- 
kok don't “want to soalienate 


GOVERNMENT DOPE TOURS FIZZLE OUT 


Atty. Gen. William French Smith consumed the psycho- 
active drug alcohol with Italy's Chief of Police Giovanni 
Rinaldo Coronas and an unidentified interpreter. 


the hill tribes that they will 
fall into the hands of insur- 
gents... These people for 
centuries have had an opium 
culture’ Smith explained 
(making a point that could be 
a revelation only to an Amer- 
ican politician). “And to edu- 
cate these people... to grow 
something other than pop- 
pies requires a great deal of 
effort.” Smith added that, in 
his talks with Thai officials, 
he “discussed” persuading 
Poppy growers to shift to cul- 
tivation of another drug crop 
—coffee—but nowhere did he 
imply that this program was 
an imminent possibility. 

Hard put to cite any con- 
crete results of his interna- 
tional drug-enforcement trip, 
he noted that negotiations 
had begun for an exchange of 
intelligence with Japan on 
the activities of the Yakuza, 
the major Japanese criminal 
organization. The Yakuza is 
believed to be expanding its 
operations into Hawaii and 
the West Coast, but is not 
considered a major supplier 
of drugs to this country. “We 
want to jump on that one 
before they provide yet an- 
other network for drugs into 
the United States,” said 
Smith. 

Most of the accomplish- 
ments of taking hisentourage 
aroundtheworld—which cost 
millions of American tax dol- 
lars—Smith described as ini- 
tiations of discussions toward 
agreements that may or may 
not be concluded in the future. 
He did sign a prisoner ex- 
change treaty with Thailand, 
and a mutual assistance pact 


with Italy that will allow 
low- and middle-level drug 
investigators to exchange 
information — mainly about 
the Sicilian heroin connec- 
tion — without going through 
the chain of command. 

Perhaps the most meta- 
phorically revealing moment 
of Smith’s trip occurred when 
he visited a far northern prov- 
ince of Pakistan. There, at a 
ceremony in which tribal 
leaders presented him with 
two sheep, so many flower 
garlands were placed around 
the attorney general's neck 
that he could no longer see 
over them. 


If It’s Tuesday, 
This Must Be Bolivia 
By the time President Rea- 
gan reached Colombia on his 
whirlwind tour of Latin 
America, he had committed 
one significant faux pas. On 
his stopover in Brazil, mean- 
ing to toast his hosts, he 
raised his glass “to the people 
of Bolivia.” Realizing he'd 
made a mistake, the presi- 
dent did a vintage Three 
Stooges spit-take and tried to 
cover his tracks by explain- 
ing, “That's where I’m going 
tomorrow.” Only trouble was, 
Bolivia wasn’t even on his 
itinerary; his nextdestination 
was actually Bogota, Colom- 
bia. This was not, perhaps, a 
major diplomatic blunder, 
but it’s just the sort of thing 
that offends all Latin Ameri- 
cans, sinceit's soindicative of 
Yanqui ignorance about their 
part of the hemisphere. 
It may even have contrib- 
/continued on page 27 
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/ continued from page 20 
the United States. 

The DEA had botched two 
previous opportunities to 
slap London in irons. Since 
his flight to avoid prosecu- 
tion, he had been jailed twice 
in the Caribbean: once in the 
Bahamas and once previously 
in Aruba. On both occasions, 
federalagents arrived toolate 
to take him into custody. 

However, federal authori- 
ties claim extensive knowl- 
edge of London's activities 
as a fugitive. According to 
DEA agent Brent Eaton, 
“He's been responsible for 
millions of Quaaludes coming 
into Georgia and South Flor- 
ida. As well, he’s been arrang- 
ing mother-ship loads of mari- 
juana and airplanes of mari- 
Juana out of Santa Marta.” 

London’s name came up 
recently in connection with 
567 pounds of cocaine found 
haphazardly strewn over hun- 


| dreds of acres of Gilmer Coun- 


ty, Georgia (see Highwitness 
News, Jan. '83). In that in- 
stance, Georgia Bureau of In- 
vestigation director Phil Pe- 
ters said the plane suspected 
of having jettisoned the mas- 
sive load of blow had been 
traced, somehow, to London. 
‘Despite all the various ac- 
cusations of authorities, it is 
unlikely that London will be 
charged for additional drug 
crimes allegedly committed 
since he jumped bail. He was 
convicted on five smuggling 
and conspiracy charges in 
the Tuna trial, and on Febru- 
ary 4, 1980, was sentenced in 
absentia to 40 years. (That 
wasn't the worst of it: The 
crowned kingpins of Black 
Tuna, Bobby Platshorn and 
Robby Meinster, drew 64 and 
53 years respectively.) Lon- 
don now must begin serving 
that sentence. Further prose- 
cution would seem a frivolous 
expenditure of effort. Hr 
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HTIGHWITNESS NEWS 


STATE DEPT. R. FOR WESTERN WORLD: 


PARAQUAT 


NARCO-IMPERIALISM AT ITS SICKEST 


by Dean Eatumer, 


NEW YORK 
ARAQUAT, THE WORLD'S BI RB 
killer, manufactured by the Chevron 

company of the United States, is back 

in the news again. Five years ago, ru- 
mors that Mexican marijuana sprayed 

with paraquat was seeping into the U.S. 

weed market (rumors subsequently dis- 

proven by the Atlanta Center for Disease 

Control) were sufficient to cause a year- 

long media panic, and prompted Congress 

to put a ban on alll U.S-assisted paraquat 
spraying in foreign countries. As soon as 
| the paraquat ban was lifted by Congress 
last year, the State Department ambi- 
tiously proposed a wholesale paraquat 
blitz, which, for the mere sum of $19 mil- 
lion, would eradicate every single foreign 
pot bush in the entire Western Hemi- 
sphere—within “a hundred and twenty- 
one days,” promised the proposal’s hired 
authors, the Mitre Corporation of McLean, 
Virginia. “Cannabis Eradication in For- 
eign Western Nations” is the full name of 
the Mitre paraquat report, available free 
from the U.S, Department of State. 
Though this $19-million, 121-day para- 
quat project will certainly have been com- 
prehensively revised, or rejected, or sim- 
ply forgotten by the time this article sees 
print, it will assuredly be cited for years to 
come by persons posturing as “antidrug” 
advocates, for a broad variety of political 
purposes. When governments in South 

American and Caribbean countries refuse 

to go along with US. State’s paraquat 


5 * pot-eradication pro- 
gram, in favor of illicit drug profiteering. 
And U.S. right-wing single-interest “anti- 
drug” political groups, such as the Na- 
tional Federation for Drug-Free Youth, 
Inc., will cite selected portions of this Mi- 
tre report to lobby for paraquat spray- 
ing of domestic marijuana crops, on the 
grounds that paraquat is actually less 


RESTRICTED USE PESTICIDE 


‘OR OTHER COMTINERS. 


100 NOT USE OR STORE IN OR AROUND THE HOME 
IKEEP OUT OF REACH OF CHILDREN 
‘AWeed and Gras Kiler Harvest Aid Chemica. 


Q 


SY 


SANGER 
CAN KIL Es 
Rabun Ts 


Pecan | 
Wallon 
THE EVES ANO SKIN 


toxic (according to their version of this 
report) than marijuana itself. 


The Joys of Paraquat 
‘The paraquat proposal itself sets a per- 
manent standard for duplicity and ab- 
surdity, even in the realm of narcotics- 
eradication fantasies. The drafters are the 
“Metrek Division” of the Mitre Corpor- 
ation, of 1820 Dolley Madison Blvd., Me- 
Lean, Virginia 22102. Mitre is a notorious 
government-supported think tank that 
subsists by taking up impossible projects 
like this paraquat scheme, and—in ex- 
change for a goodly sum of tax dollars— 
writing them up in a way that sounds 
feasible, by hook or by crook. The eight 
authors of this report, including three 


Ph.D.’s (a biologist from the University of 
Delaware, a mathematician from Texas 
Tech and an anatomist from Virginia 
Medical College) are all listed in the re- 
port with their curricula vitae. Anyone 
who might ever be interested in hiring a 
good, slick hack-writer for scientific-type 
reports could do much worse than to care- 
fully inspect their work here—and the re- 
sponse toit, in its ultimate draft, from the 
U.S. Public Health Service. 

‘The proposal itself—to literally para- 
quat every un-American pot bush in the 
Western Hemisphere, from Alaska to Ti- 
erra del Fuego, within 121 days, for $19 
million—may sound unfeasible to a sane 
person, but then, this is not a feasibil- 
ity study. It’s an “environmental impact 
statement” (EIS) that assumes to begin 
with that the job could be done, if the 
specific nations of Mexico, Colombia and 
Jamaica would only accept $19 million in 
“narcotics” aid from the United States, 
and chip in some unspecified larger sum 
of their own revenues toward the hire- 
purchase of U.S. helicopters, spraying 
gear, paraquat, pilot trainers and so on. 
‘The proposal is plentifully illustrated with 
maps of these three specific nations, with 
extensive shaded-in “marihuana cultiva- 
tion zones,” their locations supplied by 
DEA informants, CIA satellite photos and 
other more or less excellent sources. 

‘The proposal, in the original Mitre draft, 
is simply to gain permission from the gov- 
ernments of these nations to carpet all 
these presumptive weed-growing zones 
with paraquat sprayed from helicopters 
buzzing overhead. This would inevitably, 
the Mitre scribes concede, pose a certain 
potential health threat to persons dwell- 
ing in and far downwind of the alleged 
dope-cultivation areas. In Jamaica, for ex- 
ample, where nearly a third of the prop- 
erty appears to be under ganja cultivation 
(according to the Mitre map), the dope is 
known to be grown right alongside every 
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MAJOR aanallanA PRODUCTION AREAS IN COLOMBIA 
ACCORDING TO THE U.S. DRUG ENFORCEMENT 
ADMINISTRATION 


‘Source: Beoks 19828 0S. Brug 


sort of edible food crop from avocados 
through cocoa, coffee, lettuce, peppers, 
pumpkins, sweet potatoes, watermelons 
and yams (many grown for export to the 
United States, though most are consumed 
locally). While paraquat will not kill these 
edible fruits and vegetables, it will cling 
tenaciously to their outer surfaces. Unless 
each contaminated plant is thoroughly 
hand-washed in warm soapy water before 
going to market, consumers are certain to 
ingest a good dose of paraquat while eat- 
ing it; and paraquat is so violently toxic to 
humans that a single mouthful, taken in 
by accident and then spat out, is virtually 
certain to cause death, after days of acute 
discomfort progressing into agony. Mi- 
tre’s own rundown on paraquat toxicity in 


| humans, being mercifully brisk and brief, 


is worth reprinting in toto: 

“Paraquat is toxic to mammals includ- 
ing humans. It is a corrosive agent and, 
thus, causes irritation at the site of entry 
into the body. Following absorption and 
translocation via the bloodstream, para- 


quat damages many tissues, including 
lung, kidney, liver, adrenal cortex, cen- 
tral nervous systern, skeletal muscle and 
spleen. The effects on these tissues is vis- 
ible with the exception of the lungs. Dam- 
age to the lungs is the critical issue in 
paraquat toxicity because paraquat is con- 
centrated in the lungs after absorption 
into the body. The pulmonary damage 
appears to be dose-related and consists 
primarily of pulmonary edema and hem- 
orrhage leading to pulmonary fibrosis, 
which may be fatal.” Amazingly, humans 
have been known to survive all this, on 
rare occasions. 

In comparison with other herbicides 
like 2,4-D and 2,4,5-T ("Agent Orange, 
when combined), paraquat is actually rel 
atively benign in terms of human toxic- 
ity! However, as the Mitre draft points 
out ona chart, paraquat’s wind-drift prop- 
erties with aerial spraying are extensive, 
and besides contaminating foodstuffs it 
collects in both standing and running wa- 
ter. For persons with the misfortune to 


live in Jamaica, Colombia or Mexico, the 
aerial paraquat spraying proposed by U.S. 
State would appear to pose a positively 
bloodcurdling environmental hazard. Nev- 
ertheless, those environments are nowhere 
considered in this environmental-impact 
statement prepared for the U.S. State 
Department. 


It’s for Our Own Good 


As described in one sentence, the “en- 
vironment” under consideration here is 
strictly this: “the marihuana-consuming 
population [of the United States] and the 
marihuana which they use, the economic 
characteristics of the marihuana trade, 
and the social implications of marihuana 
on crime, the criminal justice system and 
the total U.S. population.” The inadver- 
tent poisoning of possibly tens of thou- 
sands of Jamaican, Colombian and Mex- 
ican citizens by paraquat is simply not at 
issue in this EIS from the Mitre Cor- 
poration. They are not in the “environ- 
ment” under consideration; Americans 
are the environment, solamente Norte- 
americanos: Yankee pot freaks. 

‘The Mitre authors dwell on the “health 
hazards” that marijuana may pose to U.S. 
potheads well past the point of reason- 
able repetition. All their statements on 
the subject are lifted, virtually verbatim, 
from the National Academy of Sciences’ 
1982 Marijuana and Health report: “The 
evidence to date indicates that marihuana 
has a broad range of psychological and 
biological effects, some of which have been 
identified as harmful to human health. . - 


% The purpose of the proposed program is 


toreduce these adverse effects to the mar- 
ihuana-using population by reducing the 
marihuana supply.” 

Every single one of these possible “ad- 
verse effects” listed in this Mitre report 
may be found in the December 1982 is- 
sue of Hicu Times (“What Every Parent 
Should Know about Marijuana”), in the 
reprint of the official NAS summary of 
Marijuana and Health. When the govern- 
ments of Jamaica, Colombia and Mexico 
compare these “hazards"—most of which 
are speculative—with the demonstrated 
and graphic effects of paraquat toxicity, 
they may not unreasonably decline the 
invitation of U.S. State to poison their 
own people—even if it might serve the 
higher interest of preserving American 
potsmokers from the hazard, for instance, 
of “a modest and reversible reduction in 
sperm count and sperm motility” during 
the two-hour period of acute pot intox- 
ication in adult Norteamericano males. 

As for the effects of marijuana on crime 
in the United States, the Mitre authors 
cite nothing that would not be solved in 
an instant by a policy of licensed, con- 
trolled sale of weed to adults (an option 
the report calls “legalization,” and dis- 
misses out of hand, on the simple ground 
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that the stuff already is illegal). A great 
deal of very interesting and educative dis- 
cussion revolves around the way top-level 
marijuana smugglers conduct the indus- 
try without getting caught, and several 
extremely helpful directions for successful 
international money-laundering are out- 
lined in fascinating detail. And that, ina 
nutshell, is the “environment” under con- 
sideration in this EIS. 


The Old Double-Draft Ploy 

‘This State Department paraquat propos- 
al was presented in two drafts, dated Au- 
gust and November 1982. The prelimi- 
nary draft consists of the Mitre authors’ 
bald-faced proposal to paraquat the whole 
Western Hemisphere, for the good of the 
health of U.S. “marihuana” consumers. 
The finished draft consists of the same 
proposal, with comments appended from 
various interested parties: NORML, the 
National Federation of Parents for Drug- 
Free Youth, the Department of Defense 
(which said it was all ridiculous) and— 
most notably—the US. Public Health Ser- 
vice, the parent body of HSS, the FDA 
and so on. 

Of all the commentaries, the inclusion 
from the Public Health Service was by far 
the most important. After pledging its 
own advocacy, in principle, of marijuana- 
eradication programs, the PHS promptly 
went'on to expose the duplicity (and sim- 
ple brutality) of the Mitre proposal, and to 
make it clear that the paraquat program, 
as described, would not meet the approval 
of the U.S, Public Health Service. 

In the matter of duplicity, even a min- 
imally educated lay reader could have 
caught the Mitre authors’ endeavor to 
minimize the apparent toxicity of para- 
quat. when inhaled repeatedly in small 
amounts, as in paraquat-contaminated 
pot joints. A single study on rats was 
cited, conducted by Imperial Chemical 
Industries, in which the animals were 
compelled to inhale small whiffs of para- 
quat every couple of days for three weeks. 
The point of the study was to establish 
the ‘‘No Observable Effect Level’” 
(NOEL): the maximum dose of paraquat 
that could be inhaled by rats without 
producing any observable effectsin them. 
The Mitre authors, working from the 
established NOEL level in rats, converted 
it (by an algebraic process that was subse- 
quently trashed by the PHS reviewers) 
into what they suddenly called the “No 
Observable Lung Fibrosis Level” in 
humans. And they concluded, as they 
were paid to conclude, that smokers of 
paraquat-tainted marijuana would very 
likely not, in the best of all possible 
worlds, get seriously hurt by it: “It is 
likely that even heavy users would not. 
exceed the No Observable Lung Fibrosis 
Level, and casual users certainly would. 
not do so.” / continued on next page 
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COUNTRY 


Latin America 
Regional* 
Argentina 
Bolivia 
Brazil 
Chile 
Colombia 
Costa Rica 
Ecuador 
Honduras 
Jamaica 
Mexico 
Panama 
Paraguay 
Peru 
Uruguay 
Venezuela 


TOTAL 


SOURCE: U.S. Department of State 19822. 


INTERNATIONAL NARCOTICS CONTROL PROGRAM 


EXPENDITURES IN THE WESTERN HEMISPHERE, 
1972 THROUGH 1981 
(IN THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS) 
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91,525 20,017 25,115 17,096 
“Funding or Nations without individual programs. 
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1,194 
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10,110 
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153,780 


Of course, the PHS reviewers caught 
the sudden switch from No Effect Level 
to No Lung Fibrosis Level. And in their 
commentary, the PHS reviewers pointed 
out that while those Imperial Chemical 
test rats did not indeed show any notable 
fibrosis after repeated exposure to low- 
level doses of aerosol paraquat, they did 
show a good deal of “squamous metapla- 
sia” all through their respiratory tracts. 
“This study should not be used,” PHS 
flatly declared, “to calculate the safe inha- 
lation dose of paraquat in humans.” In 
their final draft, the Mitre people rather 
forcibly point out that while metaplasia 
does frequently develop into cancer, it 
doesn't invariably do so. 

Finally, the U.S. Public Health Service 
officially calculated that at least two years 
of basic animal tests with paraquat will 
still have to be done before any remotely 
realistic assessment of its toxicity, when 
inhaled by humans, can be mounted. Then 
the PHS went even further and asked, 
out of common human decency: “How 
will the on-site monitors [at the paraquat 
spraying sites in foreign lands] prevent 
the consumption of contaminated food?” 
Mitre’s final draft responds vaguely that 
this awkward problem may by handled on 
a “country-by-country” basis. 

This is known as the old Double-Draft 
Dodge: The initial August draft says U.S. 
State's paraquat program is not merely 
feasible, but actually healthful, at least to 
U.S. potheads. The final November draft 
shows it not only to be patently impos- 
sible (according to the U.S. Department of 
Defense), but ill-conceived and outrightly 
dishonest (vide the U.S. Public Health Ser- 
vice). Should any foreign nation—Colom- 
bia, Jamaica, Mexico—refuse to go along 
with the paraquat proposal, they can be 
accused by North American politicos of re~ 
pudiating a perfectly feasible and health- 
ful narcotics-eradication proposal, on the 
basis of the August draft. And the charge 
will make sense to everyone who is ignor- 
ant of the final November draft. 

‘The Mitre proposal—at least the pre- 
liminary August draft—will also be help- 
ful to political activists such as the Na- 
tional Federation for Drug-Free Youth. 
Sources inside the organization assure 


This chart (left) appeared in an appendix to 
the Mitre Corporation's eradication report. 
Note that, in the year 1980, the government of 
Colombia suddenly received nearly twice as 
many narcodollars as in the previous six 
years combined—but do you remember any- 
‘one going without Colombian in 1980? The 
Bolivian government was given $217,000 the 
year it was taken over by a clique closely 
linked to international narcotics gangsters, 
and got another $200,000 the next year— 
nearly half a million to the generals who were 
making millions from the toot 
»xico has hauled in almost $100 
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Hicu Times that the California phalange 
of the federation, spearheaded by Ms. 
Carla Lowe, intends to lobby strenuously 
for a full-out. paraquat blitzkrieg in the 
northern counties this autumn, citing the 
Mitre “scientific study” to try toconvince 
the Sacramento legislators that paraquat 
tainted pot is probably less poisonous 
than plain old marijuana. 

At worst, observers speculate, Mexico 
may be arm-twisted by U.S. State into 
reinitiating a new paraquat project in the 
Sierras, no matter whether the campe- 
sinos are poisoned again, simply because 
the nation is wholly bankrupt now and 
desperately needs U.S. assistance. If that 
assistance is made conditional on a homo- 
cidal paraquat project, the Mexicans may 
give in and crank up the ‘quat-spraying 
Cobras once again. And then the U.S. me- 
dia will have a wonderful year-long para- 
quat scare to play with again, courtesy of 
USS. State and the Mitre Corporation of 
McLean, Virginia. Ht 


REAGAN BOMBS 
IN COLOMBIA 


/ continued from page 22 

uted to the relatively cold shoulder 
Reagan received when he arrived in 
Bogota to talk turkey with Pres. Belisario 
Betancur. Reagan's visit to Colombia was 
only five hours long, and was certainly 
not intended to resolve any outstanding 
inter-American disputes, but adminis- 
tration officials had widely implied that 
Reagan would lean heavily on Betancur 
to cut down on the massive export of 
marijuana and cocaine to the United 
States. As it turned out, Betancur did 
most of the leaning. 

In the context of a luncheon toast, the 
Colombian president came down on the 
United States for reducing its contribu- 
tions to the International Monetary Fund 
—thus endangering the economies of 
Latin countries that borrow from the 
fund—and for its efforts to isolate and 
exclude Cuba and Nicaragua from the 
community of American nations. On the 
subject of drugs, Betancur strongly sug- 
gested that Colombia was not to blame 
for the appetites of U.S. heads. 

Reagan, who had been notified in 
advance that Betancur planned to be crit- 
ical of U.S. policies, was ameliorative in 
his response. “I did not come to visit with 
any preconceived plan that we wish to 
impose,” he said apologetically. And, as to 
dope, he expressed a determination “to 
control and reduce drug consumption in 
my country. 

Meanwhile, in the street, Colombians 
braved clouds of tear gas to vociferously 
protest Reagan’s policies in Latin 
America. HT 
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Marking his time in the dismal confines of 
Rikers Island prison in New York City is 
one of the unknown soldiers of the Amer- 
ican cultural revolution. He was one of the 
key movers and shakers in the spectac- 
ular 1970 prison break of Timothy Leary, 
and I cannot reveal his name nor any but 
the broadest details of his role. 

For those who may have forgotten, or 
who may wish to forget, Timothy Leary 
was somewhat of a luminary himself in 
1970. The acid guru had finally been given 
a solid stretch in a minimum security 
prison in Southern California following 
years of police harassment. Cops at a 
border patrol had nailed him returning 
from Mexico with a small amount of pot, 
violating his probation for a previous pos- 
session rap, and tossed him in with all 
the other drug offenders sent to California 
jails that year. 

But Leary's case was special, It wasn’t 
just drugs, reasoned an increasingly lib- 
eral media, but Leary’s role as a cynosure 
of the youth movement, a general in the 
ranks of the “‘us” forces that battled the 
establishment “them” forces. It was for 
this he had been put away, argued college 
professors and columnists, and, in the 
spirit of the day, legal-defense projects 
sprang up in his name on university cam- 
puses. Grogged-out hippies wagged their 
heads in sympathy for his plight. “Move- 
ment” politicos angrily denounced yet an- 
other example of the establishment: as- 
sault on youth-culture values. 

On the night Tim Leary escaped from 
prison, I was sitting in a half-crowded bar 
when someone raced in the door to an- 
nounce the news. The bar erupted in cele- 
bration, and, within the hour, someone 
had scrounged up a dozen or so doses 
of the orange sunshine barrel acid that 
was so abundant at the time. Those who 
sought communion with the mystical mes- 
siah of LSD ate half barrels 

Prison officials announced that Leary 
had considerable logistical support in his 
escape, including, perhaps, a helicopter, 
a number of rented cars and a consid- 
erable amount of money—some of which 
may have found its way to prison guards, 
Vaguely hinted at were connections with 


THE MAN WHO 
SPRUNG LEARY 


HIGH MARKET ANALYSIS 


by Bud Bogart 


organized political units, with most me- 
dia interpreting this as a reference to 
the extremely active Weathermen, later 
to berenamed the Weather Underground. 
Even after the Weathermen claimed cred- 
it for the escape, counterculture watch- 
ers speculated about the possible com- 
plicity of the mysterious Brotherhood of 
Eternal Love. 

did indeed have the support of 
the Weather folks (this became even more 
apparent when he turned up in Algiers 
with a number of other extremist exiles 
from the United States). Almost $50,000 
was raised for the escape—a considerable 
sum 13 years ago—and most of the mon- 
ey I understand, was supplied by a net- 
work of acid dealers overseen by the man 
who now languishes amidst the roaches 
of Rikers. 

Making Ends Meet... You can get any- 
thing you want in New York, goes the old 
saw, and if what New York magazine says 
about dope dealing in the Apple is true, 
you can get anything you want anywhere, 
anytime and on any terms. The story, 
“There's No Business Like Drug Busi- 
ness,” by Nicholas Pileggi, makes the 
credible claim that the dope business 
turns at least $10 billion in trade annually, 
eclipsing such New York stalwarts as the 
garment business and the construction 
trade. It employs, Pileggi writes, between 
100,000 and 300,000 people, and has 800 
“stores” where just about anybody but a 
uniformed officer can buy his drug of 
choice through a slot in a door. Pileggi’s 
analysis of community acceptance, how- 
ever, is a bit simplistic. New York pot 
dealers and coke dealers are more or less 
accepted, unless they get violent and 
start shooting each other, but heroin deal- 
ers, Pileggi should have noted, are con- 
sidered bad karma, even among those 
who use heroin. 

It’s everywhere, it’s everywhere... And 
if the New York article didn't convince 
people that drugs have become as Amer- 
ican as cars, consider the results of a Na- 
tional Institute on Drug Abuse survey 
this past fall, which showed that 22.5 mil- 
lion Americans had smoked marijuana in 
the previous 30 days. 
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ABUSE FOLIO 


CHARGES 

MDA has been judged by the 
federal government to be a 
drug with high abuse poten- 
tial and no redeeming thera- 
peutic value, Itisa Schedule I 
controlled substance beside 
heroin and LSD. There have 
been reports of death and se- 
Tous injury from high doses 
of MDA, but the reported 
incidents have often been 
the result, of an interaction 
of multiple drugs, or were 
caused by other substances 
sold as MDA on the illicit 
market.' 

MDA belongstoacategory 
of drugs known as psychoto- 
mimetic amphetamines, 
which combine the stimulant 
effects of amphetamines and 
the psychedelic effects of 
drugs like mescaline. Large 
doses of MDA elevate heart 
rate and blood pressure, and 
can cause an irregular heart- 
beat. Individual cases have 
been reported of cerebral 
aneurysmor strokeoccurring 
after high-dose MDA inges- 
tion (as a consequence of the 
elevated blood pressure), but 
in these cases the victims 
have been predisposed to 
stroke because of previous 
cerebral aneurysm or congen- 
ital defect of the blood vessels 
in the brain. In women, MDA 
may activate latent infec- 
tions or other problems of the 
genitourinary tract.? 

As to psychological toxici- 
ty—some people can suffer 
panic reactions or “bad 
trips,” as with other psyche- 
delic’ drugs; and some users 
mistake the increased heart 
rate for a heart attack, thus 
developing “cardiac anxiety,” 
which increases the panic 
reaction. 


NATURE AND USE 

MDA is one of a family of 
drugs collectively known as 
methoxylated ampheta- 
mines or psychotomimetic 
amphetamines—an amphet- 
amine subgroup. Its mem- 
bers are amphetamine ana- 
logues of the psychedelic 
drug, mescaline (methoxylat- 
ed phenylethylamine). This 
group contains more than a 
thousand different but re- 
lated chemical substances. 
Only a few dozen have been 
tested on human beings—a 
few hundred on animals. 
Among those known to us 
are: MDA, MMDA, DOM, 


MDA 
(Methylenedioxyamphetamine) 
AKA THE LOVE DRUG, 
PSYCHEDELIC SPEED 


Medical advice by David E. Smith, M.D. Written by 
David E. Smith and Rick Seymour of the Haight-Ashbury 
Free Medical Clinic 


DOET, TMA, DMA and 
DMMDA. All of these are 
similar in chemical structure 
andeffect. They differ mostly 
in dosage and duration of ef- 
fect. For example, MDA dos- 
age is 100 to 150 milligrams 
and duration is 8 to 12 hours, 
while DOM (known on the 
street as STP) is potent at 5 
milligrams and can last from 
16 to more than 24 hours. 
With the latter, the effects of 
a high dose can last so long, 
ebbing and returning, the 
user may think that they will 
never end. 

MDA andits analogues are 
synthetic, but related to 
safrole, which is contained in 
oil of sassafras and oil of cam- 
phor, and is the psychoactive 
agent in nutmeg and mace. 
‘They are produced by modi- 
fying the major psychoactive 
components of nutmeg and 
maceinto their amines. MDA 
has been on the street since 
1967, when it first appeared 
in the Haight-Ashbury drug 
culture.? 

Descriptions of MDA’s ef- 
fects tend to sound like the 
fulfillment of a psychedelic 
user's fantasy. Users have re- 
ported the onset as a warm 
glow spreading through their 
bodies, followed by a sense of 
physical and mental well- 
being that gradually but 
steadily intensifies. Some 
have described a sense of in- 
creased coordination and an 
ability to do things they 
couldn't ordinarily do. Unlike 
most stimulants, however, 
MDA doesn’t increase motor 
activity, but, in fact, suppres- 
ses it. Thus, consumers can 
sometimes sit in meditation, 
or do yoga and related relaxa- 
tion and centering activities, 
for long periods of time. Curi- 
ously, chronic marijuana and 
tobacco smokers and coffee 
drinkers often lose all desire 
for these drugs during 


MDA’s effective span. For 
clinical subjects in a 1974 
research program, MDA 
served as an appetite de- 
pressant.‘ Some researchers 
(Grinspoon and Bakalar) 
have concluded that MDA 
produces feelings of aesthetic 
delight, empathy, serenity, 
joy, insight and self-aware- 
ness, without perceptual 
changes, loss of control or de- 
personalization; and seems to 
eliminate anxiety and defen- 
siveness. “The user actually 
feels himself to bea child, and 
relives childhood experiences 
in full immediacy, while 
simultaneously remaining 
aware of his present self and 
present reality.”* 

MDA and MMDA showed 
great promise as an adjunct 
to psychotherapy in exten- 
sive research carried out in 
the late '60s and early "70s— 
most prominently by Claudio 
Naranjot and Alexander T. 
Shulgin.’ In the mid "70s, 
with MDA’s inclusion as a 
Schedule I “narcotic,” re- 
search on the methoxylated 
amphetamines came to a 
standstill. 


HAZARDS AND 
LIABILITIES 
Asistruewith all psychedelic 
drugs, effects vary with ex- 
pectation and setting. MDA 
is not the sort of drug to be 
taken with alcohol and down- 
ers at wild parties. Itsusecan 
drain energy, leaving one 
tired and sluggish the next 
day. MDA may affect a wo- 
man’s genitourinary tract, 
and may even activate latent 
infections and other prob- 
lems. Women should be 
aware of this danger. It is re- 
ported to cause tension in the 
face and jaw muscles to the 
point of “bruxism,” involun- 
tary teeth grinding. At least 
one researcher (Weil) feels, 
however, that all these symp- 


toms involve excessive dos- 
age, poor setting or counter- 
feit drugs. Anxiety, panicand 
paranoid reactions occur but 
are rare. 

It should be noted that, in 
thecaseof MDA, thesynthet- 
ic is more benign than the 
natural. Nutmeg and mace 
do have some psychoactive 
properties, but the after- 
effects are dire enough to 
make these poor drugs of 
choice. We will be discussing 
nutmeg at length in a future 
column, 

Naranjo warns that MDA 
is toxic to certain individuals. 
Typical toxic symptoms are 
skin reactions, profuse sweat- 
ing or confusion. A couple of 
the more serious cases in- 
volved aphasia and a death. 
This serious neurological tox- 
icity results from elevated 
blood pressure and effects on 
the brain associated with 
higher doses of MDA. 


FIRST-AID PLUS 
If such problems develop, 
medical care is required; anti- 
hypertensive medication and 
neurological care may be nec 
essary. Anxiety, panic or par- 
anoid reactions can usually 
be handled by reassurance 
in a supportive environment. 
Occasionally, sedative med- 
ication such as Valium® is 
recommended. 
Antipsychotic medication 
is not needed unless a pro- 
longed psychotic reaction oc- 
curs. This usually happens 
only in individuals who have 
major underlying psycholog- 
ical problems prior to taking 
MDA. In these rare cases, 
prolonged psychiatric care 
may be needed. 
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INTERVIEW 


T.. and a half months 
after being deported from 
Great Britain, David 
Solomon responded to our 
invitation to discuss his life 
and hard time in the English 


| prison system. Author of 


LSD: The Consciousness 
Expanding Drug, The 
Marijuana Papers, and 
The Coca Leaf and 
Cocaine Papers, Solomon 
stands as an elder statesman 
of turned-on America. 
Busted in 1977 in the 
LSD-conspiracy investigation 
known as Operation Julie, he 
was slandered mercilessly by 
Grub Street hacks and 
sentenced to 10 years by 

Mr. Justice Park of the 
Bristol Crown Court. 

Ironically, Solomon did 

‘most of his “conspiring” 
before 1973, when the Brits 
made manufacturing LSD 
for export a crime; and he 
had been out of the 
“conspiracy” for more than 
three years when the bust 
came down in 1977. Neither 
this nor the fact that he had 
gleaned no profit from the 
LSD scheme elicited any 
‘mercy from the English 
authorities, who deported 

his wife, Pat, shortly after he 
was imprisoned, and denied 
him parole twice, despite his 
exemplary conduct in gaol. 

Solomons reputation as an 

author and litterateur made 
his plight something of a 
cause célébre during his five 
years of confinement. Noted 
drug researchers like Lester 
Grinspoon, Norman Zinberg, 
Andrew Weil and :T. Unger- 
leider submitted letters to the 
British government on his 
behalf, as did writers like 


William Burroughs, Alan 
Sillitoe, Jessica Mitford, and 
poets Denise Levertov and 
Allen Ginsberg. 

We found David Solomon 
a candid, witty and articulate 
raconteur, and a bona fide 
hipster of the first water. 


Hi... Times: How does 
it feel to be back on the 
outside after five and a half 
years in jail? 

Solomon: It's been a com- 
plete, reborn, sensual 
trip—a solid-state 
revelation. 

High Times: No trouble 
in readjusting to civilian 
life? 

Solomon: No. It's so easy 
to readjust to ice cream 
and steaks and all the pot I 
can smoke. Instant rehabil- 
itation. My daughter 
slipped me some hash for 
the plane ride from Lon- 
don to New York, and 
from that point on it was 
just a gas. 

High Times: Operation 
Julie is what you’ re read- 
justing from. The bust that 
landed you and sixteen 
others in jail in 1977 and 
was called the biggest drug 
bust in English history. In 
fact, it was stated by the 
crown at your trial that 
you were “responsible for 
90 percent of the supply of 
LSD in Great Britain.” 
First off, how'd it get its 
name? 

Solomon: It was called 
Operation Julie because 
one of the police officers 
attached to the case was 
named Julie, and I think 
everybody was laying her, 


by George Barkin & Bob LaBrasca 


DAVID SOLOMON 


Bespectacled and middle-aged, David Solomon looks more like a Midwest librarian 
than the evil genius behind a conspiracy to flood the world with LSD. 


so they named it Operation 
Julie. é 

High Times: Sounds rea- 
sonable. Now, exactly 
what was it? 

Solomon: It was a con- 
spiracy to manufacture 
and distribute LSD. The 
prosecution made a lot out 
of its contention that we 
were manufacturing half 
the world’s supply of 
LSD—and if you consider 
half of the world as 
Europe, then I suppose so, 
because the majority of the 
stuff was distributed on 
the Continent. It was not 
an American operation at 
all. The fact that I was 
American was incidental. I 
suppose that was its prob- 
lem—it was too damn 
limey, it should never have 
been done in England. 
High Times: You seemed 
to be portrayed by the 
authorities as the central 
mind—or evil genius, as it 
were—behind the whole 
thing. Does that in any 
way hint at your role? 
Solomon: Not at all. Look, 
here's what happened. 
Years ago, in the course of 
doing work on the Mari- 
juana Papers, | came across 
the work of Roger Adams, 
an organic chemist at the 
University of Illinois, who 
in the 1940s had synthe- 
sized THC. When I moved 
with my family to England 
in 1967, THC was legal. 
You could get extract of 
cannabis with a doctor's 
prescription. I thought I 
could pursue my research 
there, and one of the 
things I wanted to do was 
to make some THC—see if 


it could be made in a 
viable, stable form—and 
then perhaps go into the 
THC business. 

High Times: Legally? 
Solomon: Why not? So 

I found a chemist whose 
name was Richard Kemp, 
who was getting his doc- 
torate at the University of 
Liverpool in nuclear mag- 
netic resonance, and I said, 
"Do you think you can 
make this compound?" He 
said he'd try, and came up 
with gunk that had no 
stability. 

High Times: How did 
you meet up with Kemp? 
Was it fortuitous? 
Solomon: It was really 
fortuitous. It was through a 
family connection, I didn't 
go to the campus and 
skulk about or anything 
like that. Anyway, he was 
unable to make the THC, 
and so, to assuage the re- 
gret I felt, he said he 
thought he could make 
LSD, which in 1967 was 
still not illegal to manufac- 
ture in England, as long as 
you didn’t distribute it 
there. So at this point there 
was nothing “illegal” about 
my conspiracy with these 
people. My answer to 
Kemp, in the presence of 
another person who was 
much more active later on 
in the conspiracy than I 
was, was: "Why not?" And 
he went on to produce a 
sludgy form of LSD that 
was quite potent, and he 
succeeded in turning on 
half the undergraduates in 
Cambridge, just to see if it 
was okay. 

High Times: This was 
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about 1968, when there 
wasn't much acid in 
England, right? 

Solomon: Only the Amer- 
ican stuff was coming in, 
nothing indigenous. 

Well, I wasn't thrilled 
with his results at making 
the stuff. He didn't know 
how to crystallize it or tab 
it or anything of that sort. I 
was about ready to give up 
on the whole thing— still 
hadn't done anything il- 
legal—when I met some- 
one else who, while over 
in France, had met a very 
interesting American. And 
he later told this person 
about another American 
(me) living in Cambridge, 
who talked like he wanted 
to turn on the whole 
world, and perhaps to- 
gether they could... Well, 
this was Ron Stark, a very 
strange man. He had two 
doctorates, one in bio- 
chemistry and an M.D. 
from Columbia and Har- 
vard. He'd gotten turned 
on in the early '60s and 
had had a vision; and he 
was the grandson of a mil- 
lionaire inventor, so he 
had a lot of money. He 
came to me because he 
was looking for another 
chemist. So I introduced 
him to Richard Kemp. He 
took Kemp to Paris, where 
through his connections, 
he was able to secure a 
legitimate laboratory, 
which was making patent 
medicines. And there, in 
the middle of Paris, he 
manufactured acid. They 
found out how to crystal- 
lize the stuff very effi- 
ciently, and they churned 
out a lot of acid. All that 
stuff went to the States 
except Kemp's payoff, 
which was about two hun- 
dred grams of pure acid, 
something like that. I 
helped him get it back to 
England. I didn't scam it 
myself, but I made sure 
it got scammed. Then we 
started to turn out the 
microdots in earnest. A 
very simple technique. 
And it was so successful. 


1 was not a businessman, 
I was a dilettante. To me, 
this was like funny, inter- 
esting, worthwhile. So in 
1973 I was sort of eased out 
of the operation because it 
became commercial, and I 
went my way and wrote a 
couple of more books. 
That perhaps saved me 
another three years in pri- 
son, because the one thing 
I was able to prove was 
that I didn't make any 
money from what I did 
And boy, did they look. 
They really went over me. 
Scotland Yard is very effi- 
cient at hunting down 
money. I had to admit that 
I conspired after 1973, by 
three months, because 
that's when the lift really 
occurred. Up to then I had 
secured for Kemp nine or 
ten kilos of ergotamine tar 
trate from a manufacturing 
firm that I discovered in 
West Germany, in Bavaria, 
south of Stuttgart, that 
would sell anything you 
wanted of that nature at 
the retail price—just pay 
the tax. So that was my 
physical part of the con- 
spiracy that got me ten 
years. 
High Times: So were you 
dropping a lot of acid dur- 
ing this time? 
Solomon: I have always 
been moderate in my use 
of acid. Whenever the set- 
ting is right I take it. 
High Times: A lot of pro- 
vocative comments were 
made about the quality of 
stuff you were putting out. 
Just exactly how good was 
it? 
Solomon: It was the best 
in the world. The best in 
the world—that’s what the 
British authorities said. 
They said the stuff was 
better than Sandoz, and 
that Kemp was a menace 
because he was such a 
good acid chemist. Our 
stuff never had any 
impurities. 
High Times: Do you 
know how much of it, if 
any, made it back to the 
States? 
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Solomon: What we made 
went first to Europe and 
then out into the world 
from there. I found it in 
Katmandu, Goa, Ceylon, 
Delhi. I saw microdots in 
North Africa. So I assume 
some of it was dribbling 
back here. 

High Times: Did you and 
the others have a mystical 
sense of mission about this 
stuff? Was there a feeling 
that it would end war and 
usher in the Aquarian Age? 
Solomon: There was 
some of that—some lip ser 
vice to that.as well, when 
the money started rolling 
in. And that's when I got 
off the train. 

High Times: If you didn't 
make any money from this 
deal, who did? 

Solomon: The big money 
was made by Henry Todd 
and Brian Cuthbertson. 
They were the manufac- 
turers and the wholesale 
marketers, the ones who. 
distributed it in England 
and on the Continent. 
They were found to be in 
possession of assets worth 
about £300 thousand— 
which was about $600 
thousand—and £250 re- 
spectively. And they had 
been living very high on 
the hog for the last few 
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years as well. 
High Times: Still, that's 
hardly anything when 
compared with today's 
average cocaine bust. 
Solomon: Of course. But 
England is a small country 
with many small minds 
packed closely together. 
Compared to America, 
their knowledgeability re- 
garding drugs is antedilu- 
vian. They are the nation 
with the world’s worst 
drug abuse in terms of 
alcohol, and they don’t 
even know that’s a drug. 
But acid is a specter to 
them. And when our case 
broke, it was beautiful. 
Everybody in power said 
“We have secured society 
from these evil doers and 
vote for us next time 
round.” It was really a 
political investment for 
them. 

They suspended the 
normal procedure for 
granting parole—which is, 
if you are a first offender 
and a white-collar crook, 
and it looks like you are 
not going to do it again and 
you behave, you should 
get parole after serving a 
third of your sentence. But 
in our case they simply— 
although we were recom- 
mended by all of the other 
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authorities—refused to 
grant us parole on our first 
two applications. When 
we checked it out through 
a source in the Home Of- 
fice, the answer was "for 
reasons of political sens’ 
tivity.” Political sensitivity! 
Well, that’s right. Of 
course, that's right. Maggie 
‘Thatcher is in power now, 
and by God! She came in 
on the law-and-order 
ticket. This was one of the 
most notorious cases in the 
history of British drug 
busts. Everybody knew 
about it. She couldn't let 
these blighters out, no mat- 
ter how many letters piled 
up on William Whitelaw's 
desk, as in my case. 

High Times: It seemed 
the defendants’ arguments 
during the trial were based 
on principles of conscious- 
ness or something like 
that, rather than— 
Solomon: There was no 
defense. Everyone went 
guilty except for one, 
Richard Kemp's wife, 
Chris, who was a doctor. 
She took that approach 
and was hit with nine 
years because of it. She 
jawed off and got hit 
harder than she would 
have by maybe two or 
three years. Another thing, 


the arrests were so sudden 
and the conspirators so 
unprofessional and middle 
class, that I'm afraid many 
of them didn’t demon- 
strate much moral fiber 
when it came to talking to 
the police. 

High Times: You mean 
some of them turned? 


the arrests go down? What 
was the extent of the 
investigation? 

Solomon: Back in about 
1970, a transvestite Texan 
by the name of Gerald 
Thomas, age forty-six, 
about six-feet-one, on the 
portly side, briefly worked 
for Richard Kemp. They 
didn’t get on very well, 
and they parted with bad 
feelings. Thomas subse- 
quently went to India, 
scored hash and some oil, 
and got busted in Montreal 
with fifteen or twenty kilos 
or something stupid like 
that—a real kamikaze job. 
When the authorities put 
the squeeze on him, he 
said, “Look, fellas, if it's 
seven or eight years Iam 
facing, I have this informa- 
tion that would be very 
helpful to you. It’s the big- 
gest goddamned..." You 
know the rest. He knew 


me. He knew Richard 
Kemp. And he knew 
Henry Todd's first name. 
And with that bare bit of 
information it was easy for 
them to keep us under 
surveillance. 

High Times: How long 
were you under 
surveillance? 

Solomon: I was under 
surveillance sporadically 
over a period of a year. 
High Times: And you 
were never aware that 
anything was going on? 
Solomon: No. Richard 
Kemp was under surveil- 
lance for about the same 
period, but more intensely. 
They built a little cottage 
afew yards away from 
where he was making the 
acid. This is really so 
ludicrous; it would take 
hours just to go into how 
ludicrous it was. Anyway, 
they perched there for a 
year with telescopes and 
every fucking thing, and 
Kemp's just making the 
acid with his partner, who 
got away with much of the 
swag. Anyway, they were 
letting all this go down, 
had everybody pinpointed 
in both the London and the 
Wales labs, and they just 
sat around and watched 
for about a year. 

High Times: So you had 
two labs going, one in 
Wales and the other in 
London. 

Solomon: Yes. So they let 
Kemp finish his run of al- 
most a kilo and a half of 
crystalline acid, the best in 
the world. And when he 
finished the operation he 
dismantled the lab and 
moved with his girlfriend 
Chris into a modest little 
cottage in another part of 
Wales. Being a very pro- 
vincial person, he buried 
his acid under the flag- 
stones of his cottage, the 
motherfucker. He's so con- 
fident and arrogant that he 
leaves the keys to his safe- 
deposit box in Zurich on 
the mantelpiece and other 
stuff like that. And he's 
tabbing it there and he’s 


just—crazy. That's when 
he got busted. 
High Times: How much 
acid was he absorbing 
while he was making all 
this stuff? 
Solomon: It doesn't 
matter after the first day. 
You just get the slightest 
sort of buzzy feeling. 
Now, I didn't know any 
of this. All I knew was that 
a year before, in the 
summer of 1976, a young, 
man from Cambridge, 
who at one time squired 
one of my daughters, and 
who later turned out to be 
one of the biggest 
informers of the bust, 
came to me and said, "By 
the way, Dave, what do 
you think of this?” And he 
hauls out a package of 
microdots that were very 
professionally done. I said, 
“Wow! Who did these, 
Kemp?" He knew Kemp 
from Cambridge. He said, 
"No, but would you like 
them?" And I said, "Why 
not?" Fatal, fatal words 
that should never be ut- 
tered without great consid- 
eration. He said he 
couldn't divulge the source 
of these exquisitely crafted 
microdots, so reminiscent 
of microdots of yore. But 
he wondered, since he 
thought that they might be 
available in rather large 
quantities, whether I knew 
of anybody, say in Amster- 
dam, who would be inter- 
ested in them. I said I 
didn’t know of anybody 
offhand, but if I hear of 
anything I'll let you know. 
And he left me the micro- 
dots. A few months later, 
lo and behold, someone 
from Amsterdam crosses 
my path. So I put the two 
of them together. That was 
an act of conspiracy that 
helped me get ten years. 
High Times: Did you 
ever find out who was 
making the other LSD? 
Solomon: Sure, I lived 
with some of them for 
eleven months in one cell. 
High Times: We should 
at this point ask an obliga- 
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Brotherhood of Eternal 
Love. 

Solomon: That was 
Stark’s angle. 

High Times: What was 
Leary’s connection with 
them? 

Solomon: He was sort of 
flitting around as the ideo- 
logical guru of these guys. 
High Times: So it was just 
a loose conglomeration of 
people? 

Solomon: Nothing sinis- 
ter, not even too damned 
efficient. They were dilet- 
tantes like myself. I wasn't 
a professional crook. And, 
after spending almost five 
and a half years in jail and 
learning a lot about how 
crime is conducted and 
how criminals get caught, I 
was amazed that I didn't 
get busted long before 
Tdid. 

High Times: From what 
we read, it seems you 
were stuck ina real hole 
Solomon: I was in one of 
the six worst prisons in the 
country. But all British 
prisons are more or less 
physically the same. They 
are huge, Victorian brick 
structures built around 


1870, 1880, but the accom- 
modation in 1880 was one 
man toa cell, and the cells 
were perhaps five feet by 
seven feet. By the time I 
got there, circa March 
1977, they were packing 
them in three to a cell with 
no sanitation facilities. You 
had to slop out, three guys, 
twenty-four hours a day. 
Oh, they let you out for 
about half an hour of exer- 
cise if it wasn't raining, but 
it rains most of the time in 
Bristol. So I was cooped up 
with two other prisoners 
for eleven months under 
those conditions just wait- 
ing for trial. Because they 
didn't grant me bail—in 
clear violation, by the way, 
of covenants that Great 
Britain signed at Stras- 
bourg in the European 
Court. The rationale in my 
case being that, since I was 
such a knowledgeable man 
of the world, I would 
obviously abscond. 

High Times: So how did 
you survive your prison 
experience? You weren't 
allowed to write more than 
two letters a week, see 
more than one visitor a 
month or publish any- 


thing. It sounds, well, 
boring as hell to begin 
with. 

Solomon: It's not the 
boredom, it’s the tension 
and the boredom. That's 
the real thing. Tension, 
anxiety and boredom 
High Times: What kind 
of tension? 

Solomon: All the tensions 
attendant to being in 
prison. 

High Times: Intense 
power-dominance games 
going down all the time. 
Solomon: On all levels. 
On prisoner levels, on 
screw levels. It's a tank full 
of piranhas, man, and a lot 
of guys get devoured by it. 
Reduced. Diminished. 
Institutionalized. 

High Times: What was 
your strength? 

Solomon: Well, I was 
older, first of all, and I had 
some of the stoicism that 
comes with surviving toa 
certain age, Prison tested 
my body and my visions of 
myself and other people in 
a setting where the light 
was very harsh, and you 
couldn't evade certain 
things. I tried to use my 


body as much as possible. 


Whenever I was allowed 
to use the very limited 
gym facilities I would do it. 
I would lift weights, I 
would do pushups, 1 
would jog if I could. The 
food was horrible, so I 
‘spent all my prison earn- 
ings, which amounted to 
about three dollars a week, 
‘on buying things from the 
commissary like wheat 
germ, powdered milk— 
High Times: Were the 
prison libraries of any use 
to you during your 
incarceration? 

Solomon: At the first 
there was no real library. 
They would just keep a 
few shitty murder mys- 
teries and cowboy stories 
and some Bibles. The 
Bibles were good because 
that's where I stashed my 
hash—in the spine of the 
Bible. And I never got 
caught. Nobody ever 
bothered with the Bible. 
So, it served its purpose. 
‘The second prison I was at 
was a semiopen prison. 
There was a reasonable 
library and easy-to-order 
books. And I had more 
time to read. 

High Times: Were there a 
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lot of drugs in prison? 
Solomon: For a week's 
worth of tobacco you 
could get a piece of hash 
about the size of a match 
head. 

High Times: High-priced 
stuff. 

Solomon: I was a bit more 
fortunate because the 
people who would visit me 
would bring me perhaps a 
fifth of an ounce of Leban- 
ese hash in little balls 
wrapped in sticky plastic. 
And after the screws got a 
little dozy I would swallow 
them, one by one, and 
wait for the next day and 
discover the alchemist's 
stone. 

High Times: Did you 
ever deal the stuff you 
were getting from the 
outside? 

Solomon: Oh, no. My 
God. It was the most 
precious stuff in the world 
to me. I'd take it and 
divide it up into little 
pieces—the minimum 
amount I knew would get 
me high; I wouldn't get it 
onevery visit. I'd get 
banged up every night at 
8:30 and it was my sanctu- 
ary. I could turn on, I 
could listen to classical 
music on the radio and I 
could write. 

High Times: At this time 
then you were obviously 
in a cell by yourself. 
Solomon: Yes. This was 
after I was convicted. 
High Times: What about 
your own personal experi- 
mentation with psychedel- 
ics? When were you first 
turned on to them? 
Solomon: My first experi- 
ence with a powerful 
psychedelic was with 
mescaline sulfate back 
around 1957. I was 
working as an editor for 
Esquire, and I had an old 
filmmaker friend who was 
making commercials a few 
blocks away. We started 
wondering about all the 
crazies we were working 
with who thought they 
were sane. He suggested it 
would be interesting to do 


a film on insanity. So we 
took out some books from 
the library—The Doors of 
Perception, Heaven and Hell 
and Drugs and the Mind. 
High Times: That's 
trouble right there. 
Solomon: Oh, was that 
trouble. Man, I was 
zapped. Within a week 
after reading this material I 
got permission from my 
publisher to use Esquire 
magazine expense money 
to buy mescaline sulfate 
and try it out on artists and 
writers like myself. 

High Times: Prior to this 
you'd never gotten high? 
Solomon: No. I hadn't 
even smoked pot. I was 
drinking martinis on my 
lunch hour and smoking 
Camel cigarettes. So 1 im- 
mediately scored some of 
this stuff from L. Light and 
Company in England. 
‘They sent it all in four- 
hundred-milligram cap: 
sules, ready to go. My 
friend, Stan Smith, the 
filmmaker, tried it one 
week, and I saw what 
happened, and I said, “I 
want it.” See, after reading 
all these books, the idea 
was he'd get high and see 
what happened to him as a 
painter, for he was a 
painter as well asa film- 
maker. But, after getting 
off, he was reluctant to try 
to paint; he was just sort of 
looking off into space. So I 
took a tube of paint and 
squeezed it on some paper, 
and he just took his finger 
and made a smear and 
stopped and shook his 
head. Couldn't go further. 
So I thought: Wow! If he's 
really so turned on by just 
the texture and the color— 
I tried it at his place the 
following week and had a 
cataclysmic experience. 
After the first five minutes, 
I was looking at the 
curtains and they started to 
do this incredibly sexy, 
undulating dance. And I 
saw a poster on the wall 
that struck me as having 
deep significance—deeper 
than I had ever bothered to 


notice before. 

High Times: Deeper than 
it probably had. 

Solomon: Perhaps. Stan 
saw me going into this 
bemused state and handed 
me a book of Dylan 
Thomas's poetry. I turned 
the book over and there 
was the photograph of 
Dylan Thomas and—the 
motherfucker is alive! He is 
really alive. And not only 
that, but he looks like me. 
He looks like me. And I was 
Dylan Thomas. And then 
he looked like my dead 
brother, and my other 
dead brother, and my dead 
father. This whole thing 
lifted a kind of guilt from 
me that I'd had for years, 
because I was the sole sur- 
vivor—two older brothers 
shot down in World War 
Il, and I survived. So, 
somehow, in this space of 
five minutes, with the 
tears coming down my 
cheeks, I am relieved of 
this horrible burden, and 
Stan saw me with tears 
streaming down my face, 
and he took the book 
away. And he gave mea 
Woolworth’s sweet with a 
cellophane wrapper. So I 
took it out of the wrapper; 
the wrapper fell to the 
floor, crumpled, and I put 
the sweet in my mouth, 
closed my eyes, and I got 
synesthesia. Wonderful. 
The taste was like a fire- 
works display. I was chew- 
ing and sucking and moan- 
ing in ecstasy. And the 
tears were drying. After 
such intensity—boom! 
Ecstasy! Wow! Well, the 
ecstasy ended because I 
finished chewing and 
swallowing, 

Topened my eyes and I 
saw the cellophane on the 
floor. But now, wow! It’s 
not just a piece of 
crumpled cellophane; it’s 
glittering with all of the 
colors of the rainbow, 
sparkling, sending out 
auras, and undulating, and 
it's wow! So I got down on 
my knees in reverence, 
and got right up against it 


with my nose, and it was 
so beautiful, | fell in love 
with it. I fell in love with a 
piece of cellophane. And 
this is where I knew that 
something really was 
happening, because 
kneeling before it on my 
knees in complete devo- 
tion and love to its beauty 
and elegance, I had an 
orgasm. I had no erection. 
Thad no physical emission. 
But, man, I savored and 
tasted and felt one of the 
best fucks I ever had in my 
life. And that's how I got 
turned on to psychedelics. 
High Times: How long 
after the mescaline experi- 
ence did you begin blow- 
ing grass? 
Solomon: One week later. 
Again, I was over at Stan's 
place, and he said, "Dave, 
Twant you to try some- 
thing.” And I smoked my 
first joint. I started to giggle 
and said—‘I'm back in the 
mescaline world." But it was 
a very private thing for 
months and months. 
Secret, clandestine. I 
wouldn't even walk the 
streets after smoking. Stay 
inside and listen to jazz, 
Bach and Bartok. Whew! 
Eat grapes! Get laid. Oh! 
High Times: After you 
left Esquire you went to 
work for Playboy in— 
Solomon: 1963. 
High Times: Just on the 
cusp of the whole counter- 
culture movement and 
also the period of the great- 
est rise for Playboy. 
Solomon: Yes. And I got 
guys like Terry Southern 
and William Styron for 
them; also had them make 
friends again with Nelson 
Algren. 
High Times: How did 
you finally depart from 
magazineland? 
Solomon: Oh, I got fired. I 
used to be provocative, I 
guess. I used to do things 
like smoke pot after the 
lights went out at the 
Playbody mansion when it 
was movie night. As soon 
as the lights went out 

/ continued on page 95 
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THE ROAD 
TO ALBEMARLE 


Part II of a dope novella by Dean Latimer. 


Synopsis of Part One: 


WWMoor esse a2 tom, 


20-year-old Huey Reel and forty- 

ish Elinor Henderson (Gasp!) had 
Just blinked out federal narc David 
Zignatowshi (Hiss!) with a Quaalude 
mickey after Zignatowski had shot 
the dope-plane pilot Osvaldo (BLAM!) 
in the face. Now, with narcs all 

up and down the East Coast 

looking for their Lockheed Lodestar 
full of furne and gorilla biscuits 
(222222), Huey and Elinor are 
finishing the crucial last leg of 

their jumbo dope run to Albemarle 
Sound. Hang tight to the cliff, 

boys and girls, and proceed to 

the thrill-a-second (Wow!) 
conclusion, below! 


“, 

Aro. this is Cadabra. Come in 
please.” 

Night settled in gently, after a pretty 
wonderful Carolinas sunset, just as 
they nosed out of the Atlantic across 
Ocracoke Inlet into Pamlico Sound. ‘To 
port, below them, another vast stretch 
of flat ocean appeared to open up, 
while to starboard the little Hatteras 
islands lit up, three or four at a time, 
ina sparkling arc that trailed away far 
off into the gathering darkness north- 
westward. 

“Abra, this is Cadabra. It really is 
Cadabra, you morons. Tell Artie to 
come listen to the voice. He knows me." 
Elinor Henderson was calling on the 
shortwave numbers at which the Lode- 
star's radio had been set—and she had 
been careful to mentally record—before 
the narc Zignatowski had changed it. 

Night-flying in this place, Huey dis- 
covered, was even simpler than day- 
flying most places, in terms of naviga- 
tion. To the eye, from above, much of 
the Carolinas coast is a repetitive con- 
fusion of tiny islands, woodsy and des- 
ert, that mainly just sort of cluster 
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together more thickly as you look west- 
ward, instead of forming up into any 
very helpful coastline. In the dark, 
though, the uncountable little marine 
beacons down below come into play, 
and suddenly the charts begin to make 
a great deal more sense. In fact, once 
Huey came to fully recognize what all 
the many-colored, crisscrossing lines 


on his charts stood for—radar zones and, 


radio-interception screens, mainly—he 
began to get increasingly worried, even 
depressed. These charts, which had 
been bribed or stolen loose of the U.S. 
Coast Guard Service, showed their 
little blue-and-white dope plan to be a 
frail Pac-Man ghost in a monstrous, 
multitiered electronic maze of great, 
gobbling police and military gremlins. 
“Out of the bedpan,” he kept on repeat- 
ing, “straight into the urinal.” 

"Cadabra calling Abra. I know you 
can copy, Abra. Either get on the line, 
or I'm going to broadcast Artie’s full 
name and address, and the route his 
children take on the way home from 
school, to every Coast Guard station 
along Cape Hatteras." 

“Abra to Cadabra." That pulled a 
response out of the ether, finally: a 
calm, drawlsome, nearly sleepy male 
voice. “Request you change immedi- 
ately to frequency Presto. Repeat, fre- 
quency Presto. Comprende, Cadabra?” 

“Understood. Frequency Pedro 
Rastus Emily Stupid Turner Orville. 
Changing in one-eight-zero seconds 
after mark time. Mark time." She 
switched off the radio set, and banked 
suddenly so steeply to port that Huey's 
Budweiser poured out of the can onto 
the chart in his lap, and another peck of 
stray Quaaludes rattled loose across the 
tilting cabin floor, 

"There's nothing to run into around 
here, is there? No woodsy islands or 
anything, right?” Her voice was quite 
small beneath the scream of wind against 
the dive-bombing plane. 


"Uh, ..Not any that’s marked on the 
charts hereabouts.” 

“Good. We have to play kamikaze for 
a few minutes. Keep your eye peeled 
for anything that looks like it might bea 
tall-masted sailboat.” 

For a while, with the Pamlico white- 
caps phosphorescing just outside his 
window, and the ancient airplane 
shrieking and shuddering and popping 
all around them, Huey was just as 
scared as he'd been looking into Zigna- 
towski's .38. Except this time it lasted 
much, much longer. And worst of all, 
Elinor Henderson was every bit as. 
scared as he was, from the looks of her. 
Bolt-upright behind the controls, biting 
her bottom lip, ribbons of unbound 
auburn hair tangling untidily around 
her neck and shoulders—and with 
great big smears of blood crusting on 
her white velour blouse and brown bo- 
lero jacket, too. Why, if it wasn’t for the 
deceptive, ghoulish glow furnished by 
the instrument panel and the little chart 
lamp, Huey would swear Elinor Hen- 
derson had gone chalky pale under- 
neath her contour makeup. 

“Jehoshaphat. Jehoshaphat,” Huey 
kept saying after she finally pulled up 
out of the ear-popping havoc into a 
broad, graceful glide to the northwest. 
“Jee-hosha-phat!!" It was an old cuss he 
hadn't employed since he'd been too 
young to be allowed to cuss properly 
around the house. “Where are we at 
now, ma'am?" he finally asked as the 
lights of a little town, or a large boat 
yard or something, slid away in the 
dark, far, far below them. 

“Nobody knows," she said with great 
satisfaction. "That was the point of that 
whole Jehoshaphat, my fair-haired 
young boy. Now you figure out where 
we are, while I get a clue to where 
we're going.” 

It was remarkably easy to work out 
their location, with the aid of those 
marvelous Coast Guard charts, while 


ions» Bil Mayer 


Elinor raised that complacent male 
voice on their secret Presto frequency. 
The dialogue was much more casual 
now. 
"Cadabra, we've been advised of 
your probable identity. Can you con- 
firm your usual handle for us?" 

"OF course. This is Muffin. Repeat, 
Muffin.” She shot a resigned glance at 
Huey, cracking up over a handle like 
that for Elinor Henderson. "It's a man's 
world,” she told him, 

Then she had to explain what hap- 
pened to the original flight crew. But 
the way she told it, navigator Carlson 
had simply decided to boost the load for 
himself, when she'd showed up on the 
island with a big iron barge and no 
guns. “He was cranked up out of his 
gourd, Abra,” she guaranteed. “Shot 
Osvaldo in the head when he tried to 
stop him. But my muscle got the drop 
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on him and put his lights out with a 
crowbar. We cut the barge loose and left 
him stranded on the island. He'll be 
stuck there until someone goes to gi 
him—if anybody wants him, the thie 

"We copy, Muffin,” said the imper- 
turbable voice, as though she'd just 
reported an ordinary mid-flight course 
correction. "Hold for six-zero seconds, 
please.’ 

"Y'all imagine that story might not 


scare them off, ma’am?" 
"Not while there's a few million dol- 
lars in dope up here,” she told Huey 


emphatically. “Artie Schulman needs 
the money bad, right away, or some Jer- 
sey City casino operation will buy him 
right out of the business. I'll tell the 
whole story to Artie himself, but right 
now nobody else really needs to know:" 

“That's not your Mr. Schulman down 
there talking to us?” 


“No. The voice sounds familiar some- 
how, but I don't believe I've ever been 
properly introduced to this Mr. Abra.” 

“Abra to Muffin,” sparkled the head- 
sets presently. "The operation will 
proceed. Kindly read us your current 
position and course and fuel count, 
Muffin’ 

They were high up over Washington 
County now, plentifully beaconed 
Albemarle Sound spreading below and 
before them like a big old comfortable 
carpet. Abra's voice corrected them for 
height and air speed and direction, and 
they agreed toan estimate of 23:30 min- 
utes to next radio contact, which was to 
comprise immediate landing instruc- 
tions. Compared to what had gone 
before, the rest of this dope-drop 
looked to be a rural milk run. 

For the first time all day, Elinor Hen- 
derson lit up a cigarette, looking quite 


"That was the voice of Sheriff Waylon O'Keefe. The most drug- 
bustingest, borned-again old red-neck in all moonshine country...’ 


fair and noble again, profiled in the bu- 
tane glow. "You didn't leave anything 
personal in that Levi jacket you stuffed 
under Osvaldo’s head, did you, Huey?" 

"Just a few joints," chuckled Huey. 
“Which sorta reminds me, now I think 
on it—" He stretched out his long legs 
under the manifold, knees popping 
audibly, and craned around to look at 
the bales behind them. “We been 
breathing raw reefer pollen for hours, 
ma’am. I don’t imagine how it could 
hurt to roll up a little bit and burn it up 
properly—" 

“Please, Huey,” said Elinor Hender- 
son. “Spare me that, okay?” 

“I got papers,” he said helpfully. “This 
looks to be good primo red-top Santa 
Marta gold, too. You don't smoke, 
ma‘am?" he asked after a minute. 

"[just get bored," she told him. “And 
then I get cranky. And then I go tosleep. 
It'll never stand up against your special 
Harvey Wallbangers at the club, Huey. 
How are you doing with that little 
strawberry blond cocktail waitress, 
Brighteyes?” 

"Going back to school in New Jersey 
next week, Mrs. Henderson. I'm miss- 
ing her already.” 

"Oh? That is too bad, Huey.” Elinor 
regarded him with eyes that were 
frankly appraising and just wistfully 
sinful. "She has extraordinarily fine 
legs, you know. Long and pale and 
straight. Especially in knee socks.” If 
there wasa flaw in Elinor Henderson, it 
wasa gaining trace of middle-aged opu- 
lence from the waist down. 

“She likes you too, Mrs. Henderson,” 
was all Huey could think to say. 

Mr. Abra came in on cue at 23:30 
minutes to the instant, and turned them 
due east. A thumbnail of gray moon 
through tumbling early-autumn over- 
cast helped trace out the patterns of 
lagoon and marsh that sped below 
them, as they treetopped along the 
north coast of Albemarle. Here there 
were no beacons or houselights or high- 
ways; in fact, though a casual reader 
wouldn't have noticed it, Huey noticed 
the Coast Guard chart showed that this 
particular stretch of Queen Anne 
County coastline was perfectly inno- 
centofany electronic surveillance at all. 


“I'm as low as I'm going to take her, 
Abra," Elinor was telling the hand 
microphone. "When the undercarriage 
goes down, I don’t want it tangling in 
the junipers.” 

"Don't sweat the junipers, Muffin,’ 
came the easy voice. "This here is one 
big smuggler's parking lot.” 

As though Abra had them on radar— 
and Huey, suddenly, wasn't sure he 
didn‘t—at that instant they treetoppeda 
bristlecone dune and entered a vast 
shining blackness: a broad elbow of 
Albemarle that nudged up miles into 
the north shore, thousands of meters 
broad. As they searched for the far 
shore, suddenly twin high-intensity 
sodium spotlights, the sort used for out- 
door nightscenesin movie productions, 
blasted across the water at them. 

“Oh, shit!" Huey and Elinor Hender- 
son blurted in unison. Even from hun- 
dreds of yards off, the bluish incandes- 
cence shattered the cozy gloom of the 
Lodestar's cabin, bringing out minute 
details with ungodly clarity. The gas 
gauge was flickering at naught. Elinor 
Henderson had developed a ruby anxi- 
ety zit right between her well-crafted 
eyebrows over the course of the day. 
Huey had been linking up a pretty 
necklace of Budweiser pop-tabs be- 
tween his enormous fingers, in absent- 
minded stress. 

“Should we haul it out in the Sound 
and dump it?” Huey asked, very rea- 
sonably. "We could put her down in the 
water and swim for it, Elinor.” 

Elinor looked at him in grand 
offense. "And maybe, if you're lucky, 
you'll get through it with moderate 
injuries, and go straight from the burn 
ward to federal prison. No more pre- 
med for you, my bright-eyed young 
boy.” She picked up the microphone. 
“Do we aim exactly between the lights, 
you cop motherfucker?” 

“Affirmative, Muffin. Just bisect the 
are of light. You finally recognize my 
voice, little Miss Muffin?’ 

Elinor Henderson bit her bottom lip 
again in the sodium glow, dropped the 
undercarriage, pulled up and throttled 
down nearly to stall speed. "That was 
the voice of Sheriff Waylon O'Keefe of 
Queen Anne County, North Carolina, 


boy," she advised Huey over the whine 
and rattle of the exhausted old airplane. 
“Old Wylie O'Possum. The most drug- 
bustingest, borned-again old red-neck 
leather slapper in all moonshine coun- 
try, she chuckled, adopting Huey's 
dumb, honeysuckle singsong. “Now 
yall just behave real respectful and 
brain-damaged in the face of authority 
again, Huey, and I'll be the original 
nymphomaniac rich bitch. Between us 
we can Mutt-and-Jeff yall, boy, into 
being a prosecution witness with total 
immunity, and just a 'Mr. X.' mention 
on the six o'clock television news. And 
you stick to that, you little fuckface,’ 
she spat fiercely, “no matter what my 
lawyer tells you!” As the incredible 
whiteness ran right up to the wind 
screen she shouted into the mike: 
"Now where's the strip, O'Possum, you 
bastard?” 

“Right here, honey child,” said the 
voice. And as they cruised in, sputter- 
ing, square between the spotlights, a 
double rank of vehicle headlamps, doz- 
ens of them facing each other, suddenly 
illuminated a flat and spacious landing 
zone for them. 

They touched down with a scrape of 
rubber against tightly packed sand, and 
the nose slammed into the ground so 
hard Huey bit his tongue by accident. 
"Jee-hosha-phat!"” Huey hissed sorrow- 
fully as they skidded past one blue-and- 
white police cruiser after another. 
Toward the end of the field the cruisers 
changed to massive U-Haul vans, and 
scores of large men were clustered all 
around them, some in gray uniforms, 
bearing conspicuous arms. 

Elinor Henderson taxied sideways at 
the end of the field, up next to the 
clearly stenciled QUEEN ANNE COUNTY 
grader and steamroller that had been 
used to prepare the strip. The wing 
motors whined down slowly, and very 
gratefully, and they sat in the rich 
marijuana musk of the darkened cabin 
for a long moment of shock. Asa squad 
‘of enormous cops in trooper Stetsons 
headed toward them, bristling with 
pump-action .12-gauge shotguns, Eli- 
nor snapped on the bright cabin lights, 
to show they weren't even about to 
think of resisting arrest. 
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"I refueled the plane so you could switch the ae zone, in case 
e 


your speed-freak chart man turned out to be 


“Goddamn it, Muffin, turn off the 
blessed lights!” bawled the oldest cop, a 
wizened little bespectacled man in a 
tall, peaked cap any Nazi would admire. 
He had Abra’s voice. 

She flicked the lights off. That was 
when they apprehended that the spot- 
lights, and all the vehicle headlamps, 
had been turned off behind them. Be- 
yond the multitude of pinpoint, hand- 
held flashlight beams, the whole place 
was pitch dark. And quiet, too. Aside 
from the loons and whippoorwills, frogs 
and crickets, and an occasional mascu- 
line laugh or curse out of the darkness, 
the balmy silence of a North Carolina 
late-summer evening prevailed. 

“No television news crews," Elinor 
Henderson stated in tones of dawning 
amazement, looking out at the mob of 
silent cops in the dark. “Huey, I do 
believe we may have fallen into a den 
of thieves, praise the Lord.” 

It was really good to get out of the 
reek of half-cured reefer, Huey discov- 
ered as he climbed out of the navigator 
door into the moist Albemarle night, to 
run flush up against the four other big, 
husky young kids whom Elinor had 
recruited out of the Atlanta parking lot. 
"Hey, you're Huey,” a big black kid 
named Henry grinned in astonished 
recognition. “Whatchall doin’ on the 
plane here, my man? We're s'posed to 
unload the mother, not fly it.” 

“Believe me, friend." The breath 
issued out of Huey's capacious chest as. 
though it had weighed a ton in there. 
"You really do not want to know. 
Turmoil and heartache, friend. Turmoil 
and heartache.’ 

He was looking over at Elinor Hen- 
derson most admiringly while he said 
this, as the courtly little sheriff helped 
her regally alight from the plane. “Oh, 
right on!"rejoiced Henry, extending 
both huge hands, palms up. "Cut your 
old self a slice of royal boss pussy. 
Gimme twenty with verve, my man!" 

Huey’s back went up for just a sec- 
ond at this smut. But since the kid was 
a head-and-a-half taller than Huey 
himself, and honestly delighted with 
what was—after all—a perfectly rea- 
sonable adduction, Huey gave him 20 
with verve. 
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The hatch was popped out of the 
Lodestar witha great exuberantwhoop, 
anda metal-cylinder conveyer belt was 
set up between the plane's belly and 
the ass-end of an open U-Haul. Soon 
the bales were rattling down into the 
truck while Huey took a long, long 
grateful leak off in the darkness. Hot 
piss in the moonlight, and the smell of 
mud and prickly pine and late-season 
magnolia; a little marijuana smelled 
wonderful, Huey decided, but you had 
to draw the line somewhere. 

Then he heard Elinor Henderson's 
voice raised in anger. 

“You crooked son of a bitch! That 
parcel of dope is mine, Artie, and I'm 
hauling it straight back to Georgial”, 

Huey cautiously wandered over 
toward the earth-moving equipment, 
where some lanterns had been strung 
up to furnish a modest circular zone of 
muted illumination. Elinor Henderson 
was raging in the middle of it, not at the 
bony little sheriff, but at a handsome 
silver-haired gentleman in his 50s, 
wearing a gaberdine topcoat and toting 
a bulletproof, aluminum, combination- 
locked Halliburton suitcase—for all the 
world, a European bank director ab- 
tuptly teleported into a North Carolina 
swamp. Behind him in the shade, 
though, skulked nearly a dozen of the 
sleekest Mediterranean torpedoes Huey 
had ever seen, even after a whole 
summer of hustling lush at a private 
Atlanta country club. Some of them 
carried automatic rifles, and quite 
professionally. 

"I delivered your whole damned 
load, just like we contracted,” Elinor 
Henderson was seething. “I hired the 
off-load crew out of state and got them 
here, Artie. I refueled the damned 
plane so that you could switch the drop 
zone, in case your cut-rate speed-freak 
chart man from Riohacha turned out to 
be federal heat. And he was! But I saved 
the load and hauled it here myself. 
Now, by God, I want what I paid you 
for, Artie! Ijust saved your ass from the 
Mafia!" She gestured angrily at the 
sleek gunsels lurking in the dark, who 
paid her no never mind. 

Artie Schulman’s reply, delivered in 
tones that were obviously much more 


eral heat.” 


reasonable and businesslike than hers, 
was beyond Huey’s hearing. “What's 
going on here?” he asked a young 
county mountie who was obviously 
keeping the gunsels under surveillance, 
from a good distance, in the dark, and 
was none too happy about all those 
Belgian rapid-fire automatics, and him 
with a lousy pump-action wide bore. 

The deputy shook his head. "The 
management-type there is got that lady 
between some kind of a rock anda hard 
place," he ventured. "Bunch of blame 
crooked Mafia hoods, all of ‘em. Jesus. 
Damn sight too many wheels within 
wheels for me. Bunch of scary mother 
fuckers with their almighty AK 47s... 
Commies, I declare. What the hell's old 
man O'Possum gone and dipped us in- 
to this time, I'd like to—hey! Who in hell 
are you, anyhow? I didn’t see you on the 
way up here.” 

"I been working on the strip,” Huey 
improvised. gesturing toward the earth- 
moving gear. "Been here for days.” The 
deputy grunted, and went back to cov- 
ering the torpedoes who were covering 
Schulman. 

Now the old sheriff was under the 
lights, conferring with Schulman, 
while Elinor Henderson, fists clenched 
and streaked-up face gone fish-belly 
pale, looked around in desperate rage. 
‘Then, to Huey's very special horror, the 
filthy old Nazi cop magicked up a set of 
handcuffs from one of his many black 
leather crisscross straps, and proceeded 
to cuff Elinor's wrists in front of her. 
‘The unforgettable voice of Abra came 
to him on the mellow Atlantic midnight 
breeze, conveying Elinor Henderson's 
formal Miranda rights in its easy, 
authoritarian tone. 

"I've seen enough,’ announced Huey 
Reel in a crisp, Ayper-authoritarian, 
nonaccented voice. "Officer, I'm aware 
this puts you on the spot, but now 
there's no alternative. No alternative at 
all. How many men do you have at this 
site, deputy?” 

‘The cop stared at Huey in something 
very like surgical shock himself, as 
Huey briskly flipped the black pocket 
secretary out of his Levi's, and flopped 
open the ornate golden badge. “Special 
Agent David Zignatowski of the Federal 


“Don't anybody move or you're dead.” The suitcase stayed on the 


toolbox, and the she 


Bureau of Investigation,” Huey identi- 
fied himself, then: “See, deputy?" And 
he held the photo-identification section 
of the secretary straight in front of the 
cop's nose. It was quite possible that, 
with a whole lot more hair all over his 
face, Huey might look something like 
Zignatowski. They had just about the 
same coloring, as Elinor had remarked 
when she gave him the FBI shield as a 
souvenir, keeping the DEA item for 
resale. 

‘The deputy, already dumbfounded to 
the point of panic, needed only a little 
more levering. "My buddy agent got 
hurt on the grader yesterday,” Huey 
explained grimly. "Still, I assumed I 
could bring off the operation all by 
myself. But I had no idea of the extent of 
Sheriff O'Keefe's involvement in this 
drugs corruption. Look at all the money, 
for God's sake!" 

O'Keefe just then, in fact, had Schul- 
man's metal suitcase open on the grad- 
e's toolbox, and was riffling through 
the rubber-banded wads of bills inside 
of it, checking professionally for coun- 
terfeits. Schulman was saying some- 
thing gentle to Elinor Henderson, and 
got a spit-gob on his gaberdine lapel in 
response. 

"Now officer,” Huey warned, pluck- 
ing forth his own felt shirtfront sugges- 
tively. "I have to tell you I'm wired for 
sound. Every word I’m saying is going 
down on permanent-tape record, not 
twenty miles from here. And now Lask 
you. Are you prepared to assist the 
Government of the United States in 
apprehending these narcotics crimi- 
nals?” The cop's face broke into a 
visible sweat at that; he may have wet 
himself elsewhere, too. “Your valor in 
this dangerous situation,’ Huey said 
very slowly, “may reflect very favor- 
ably on your record, when charges of 
past offenses of this nature are brought 
to open court.” 

That put the spine back in the poor 
palooka. "I have eighteen men here, 
sin" he declared. "They're guarding the 
—they're surveilling the off-loading 
operation, sir,” he said very loudly, for 
the imaginary wire. “Where-all do we 
want them, sir?” 

A few minutes later, just as Sheriff 


O'Keefe was relocking the suitcase 
combination on the graders toolbox, a 
savage volley of shotgun fire erupted 
overhead from all four quarters around 
the lantern zone. “Police!” a great voice 
bawled out of nowhere. "Federal police! 
‘You're all under arrest. Don't anybody 
move, or you're dead!” The metal suit- 
case stayed on the grader's toolbox, and 
the sheriff's bony little arms went very 
cautiously up into the air. 

Of course, the Atlantic City casino 
torpedoes didn't take it nearly so sweet- 
ly. The six with automatic weapons in- 
stantly whirled around for the darkness, 
while the others spread themselves flat 
in the sand, hands over their heads. 
Disorganized shotgun reports, with ter- 
rible bouts of fire, erupted in the night, 
and somebody in the dark cried out in 
pain. 

Huey never did learn who got hurt, 
because as soon as he had howled out 
his police challenge, he darted straight 
across to Elinor Henderson, seized her 
around the waist and hauled her straight 
off toward the dope plane. In passing, 
he saw Artie Schulman haul some enor- 
mous sort of rapid-fire pistol out of his 
coat pocket and go diving under the 
grader. 

"Good God, Huey,” gasped Elinor 
when he finally set her on her feet, far 
off in the dark, so that she could sprint 
for her off-loaders on her own legs. 
“You scared me half to death!" 

"A stray bullet can take you the 
whole way, ma‘am," advised Huey, 
dragging her urgently forward by the 
wristcuffs. Behind them, the night was 
bloody havoc: pistol fire, shotgun blasts 
and the sporadic thwat-thwat-thwat of 
Mafia gunsels fire-trained to deliver 
strictly three-shot bursts. A plaintive 
wail rose over it: “Agent Zignatowski! 
Where'd you go?” 

"Zignatowski?" asked Elinor Hender- 
son, unbelieving. Then Huey had to 
carry her the rest of the way to the 
U-Haul, because she was simply laugh- 
ing too hard to run by herself. 

The tears were still splashing help- 
Jessly all over the rest of her remaining 
eye shadow when Huey propped her 
‘up next to the U-Haul’s cab. The four 
other kids were underneath it, as he'd 


s bony little arms went up in the air. 


hoped they'd be. 

“How much of the dope did yall old 
boys manage to get into this baby?” he 
asked pleasantly, squatting by the truck 
bed. 


"All but three-five bales and maybe 
twenty ki’s of ‘ludes, man,” answered 
the black kid Henry. “What in the name 
of Mercy's gone and cut loose out there, 
though?” 

“A falling-out among thieves, Henry," 
Elinor Henderson answered him 
through convulsions of hysteria, up by 
the cab. “Oh my. Oh, my land! Oh, 
God, Henry. ..and Huey... Come on. 
Let's button up this truck and rove. 
This is no healthy place for honest 
people.” 

"Yes'r, Miss Cartwright," all four of 
them responded, scrambling out. Not 
two minutes later, as Huey guided the 
unlighted U-Haul up onto the crumbly 
cinder smuggler road which had been 
laid out special to the smuggler strip, 
the gunfire was still going hot and 
heavy behind them, along with occa- 
sional anguished summonses for some- 
one named Zignatowski. 

"Why in the hell are they all shooting 
at each other?" Henry wanted to know, 
squeezed in the cab with all six of them. 

"It's because—" Elinor Henderson 
was on Henry's lap, and only barely 
beginning to get her breath back. "It's 
because they've still got bullets, don't 
you know?" 


| eee anice big party when he 
got his Ph.D. last year, at Princeton Uni- 
versity in New Jersey. He opened up 
his whole house for it, a nice, big old 
comfortable three-story Tudor behind a 
lot of elegant gardening on Falls-Chapel 
Lane. Someone who was there got real- 
ly wasted on 12-year-old scotch and 
something very, very green from 
Belize. When this person woke up in 
the morning, he was administered mass 
quantities of superior espresso by a 
woman with hair the color of fine 
Welsh taffy, and excellent pale straight 
legs in schoolgirl knee socks. “Huey in- 
sists on the knee socks," she remarked 
once. “I can’t figure out why, really, 
because he’s always saying thank gawd 
for older wimmen!" 
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i WAS 
A TEENAGE 
PERFORMANCE 
ARTIST 


Four new show-stoppers who grind up the ugly world of 
experience, then spit it into the face of the avant-garde. 


by Vale and Andrea Juno 


T. ‘most people, “Performance Art" is 
neither art nor performance {in the sense of 
entertainment). If anything, the term 
triggers a shudder of revulsion as one 
recalls dreadful evenings in sterile art 
galleries or warehouse ‘spaces’ experi- 
encing acute boredom due to no-content, 
uselessly oblique acts by humans pretend- 
ing to communicate concepts, This catch- 
all phrase spells instant avoidance to all 
but the most hardened masochists who still 
believe there's an ‘avant-garde.” The genre 
has hardly attracted the most exciting type 
of people... 

Exceptions being these four: Zev (N.Y.), 
Mark Pauline (S.F.), Johanna Went (L.A.) 
and Non (San Diego). They're comparable 
to those teenagers in ‘50s movies who try to 
warn all the adults about monsters from 
outer (inner) space. In their short, intense 
shows, philosophical soliloquy is replaced 
by black humor, quiet artistic sound effects 
by overwhelming noise, mincing move- 
ments by violent slam-gestures and arty 
props by dangerous, unpredictable ma- 
chines. All share a common purpose: to 
annoy and confuse with a vengeance, 
bypassing the rational to feed the sub- 
conscious. They probe the landscape of 
dream and nightmare, presenting unforget- 
table images and trance rhythms dredged 
from the collective (urban) psychosis. These 
thrill-killers of art would like to make a 
clean sweep of everything. 

In their own words, Zev, Johanna, Mark 
and Boyd Rice (Non) reveal to Vale and 
Andrea Juno some of the motivations be- 
hind their tortured (and torturing) souls... 
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ial ark Pauline is a director of Survival 

Research Laboratories since 1979, and 
pioneer in the use of machines, robots, 
organic robots, rockets and special-effects 
devices for the performing arts. His shows 
feature no hurnan performers whatsoever, 
being organized entirely around the inter- 
actions of menacingly reconstructed indus- 
trial equipment, activated through a central 
control panel and automatic signal gener- 
ators. Each show explores very specific 
themes of sociopolitical satire. Past shows 
have been titled: ‘Machine Sex"; ‘Noise’; 
‘Assured Destructive Capability’; “Por- 
nography, Violence & Women; “Useless 
Mechanical Activity"; and “A Cruel and 
Relentless Plot to Pervert the Flesh of 
Beasts to Unholy Uses.” 

No two events have been at the same 
place, for reasons relating to noise levels, 
fire hazards and general mayhem. Mark’s 
shows have increased in complexity, scope 
and dimension as he invents more and 
more machines to present and destroy 
ideas, and themselves. As this propaganda 
equipment is much too heavy to be easily 
and affordably transported, the shows of 
Mark Pauline remain for Bay Area resi- 
dents only, but several videotapes are 
available, A documentary film by Andrea 
Juno will soon be available from Re/Search 
Publications. 


HIGH TIMES: What was your Fort Ma- 
son performance about? 

Mark: Specifically, "Mysteries of the 
Reactionary Mind: an exploration of 
the mechanics underlying reactionary 


thought.” Everyone likes to think they 
have specific ideas about things like 
religion and politics, so naturally, if you 
promote something on the basis of poli- 
tics, people are going to be thinking of 
what you do in those terms. Whether it 
has anything to do with that or not, 
people are going to try to read intoit. All 
the images in it were just devil and 
horror images pretty much, like a reac- 
tionary horror movie. 

‘There was the devil ona moving plat- 
form with the bags of brown and black 
liquid that had bombs behind them— 
he was moving into position, jockeying, 
fighting against the radio car with the 
big claw that was stabbing at him, firing 
rockets at him. Then there was the 
clawing arms getting dragged across 
the ground, smashing after it went up a 
ramp. Then there was the stabbing arm 
which was stabbing pictures and blow- 
ing up the faces of those unfortunate 
people who presumably were tortured 
souls—tortured by reactionary thought. 


Mark Pauline: ‘It e3 


Then there w 
at the glass— 
HIGH Times: Whose huge face was 
that? 
Mark: Oh, that was Lucretia Borgia’s 
father in Fritz Lang's film—her father 
s really mad at her because she had 
poisoned some people. That was the pic 
ture of him really mad. He had his face 
ripped off by a spitting spike ball and 
then brown stuff squirted out from it. 
That was what it was. I don't know 
what connection it had to the poster, 
but those were some of the ideas and 
images you could have seen. 
HIGH TIMES: What about the “ 


as the BB machine firing 


Jnfortu- 


That was a little more thematic 
and consistent throughout; I'd been 
thinking all along that this should be a 

about accidents. There was a 
equipment there that had. ..ac- 


‘ites me to think that I can cause trouble.” 


cidents; a lot of equipment was de- 
stroyed. I tried to make sure that the 
things that were destroyed were as help- 
less as possible—things were really tied 
down, roped up, like the big skeletal 
man, Flippy Man, that got hauled way 
up in the air and then crashed; and the 
robot thing whose heads kept blowing 
up; and the catapult firing at the huge 
face. Just all these things, like a guy 
getting hit in the head with a rock who 
tried to sue me. . . breaking a girl's wind- 
shield with the ball bearings that got 
thrown into the blower.. .accidents. I 
emptied a five-pound bag into this big 
blower; the bearings went past where 
people were and broke this windshield 
of a car. 

HIGH Times: Can you describe what 
you do for someone who's never seen 
you? 

Mark: I use all these different tangible 
devices to conjure up, for anyone who's 


The many face 


es of Johanna Went. 
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going to come in contact with it, very 
specific ideas, with very specific promo- 
tion, so that people come there, and 
they see all this stuff set up. Then they 
see it start to act. I've come to the 
conclusion that if you can throw as 
many specific and defined images and 
ideas in as short a space of time as you 
can, you can end up having a real pro- 
found effect on people. And that's pret- 
ty much what all these shows and all 
the equipment is geared to. 

The machines have a lot of advan- 
tages in that respect. If you start having 
human performers you're very limited, 
because there are too many precon- 
ceived notions. By using machines you 
can escape that. I don't have any spe- 
cific dogmas I think anyone else should 
believe in, but I like the idea of throw- 
ing up a lot of information and having it 
affect people any which way it can, as 
Clint Eastwood says. 

HIGH Times: How did you get to the 
point where you realized you could do 
a performance? 

Mark: I'd been thinking about six 
months before, “God, I've got to do 
something; I've got to take advantage of 
my training” [ hadall this training in all 
these areas that I didn't use anymore. 
So I started doing things like randomly 
going around and breaking into all 
these industrial places, just because I 
didn't really know what to do with my- 
self—I was just looking around for 
something else to do. So, I started break- 
ing into all these places. And I saw all 
this cool stuff and I brought it home, 
and started getting a lot of it. And after 
awhile—I started thinking I should do 
things with machines. 

You can make an object and inevi- 
tably it falls into the category of sculp- 
ture, and becomes just another part of 
the art world that I was not interested 
in having to deal with. So to keep it out 
of that category, I put it into the scheme 
of the performance: I'd spend months 
and months making this equipment 
and doa show that lasted only ten min- 
utes—which makes the whole thing 
more absurd and ridiculous and point- 
less. I wanted to see if you could spend 
all that time and distill it down into 
those few minutes and—would it still 
be worth doing? It worked okay for me, 
and I continued to make more sophisti- 
cated devices as well as cruder devices, 
and bigger things. 

Now I'm trying to make more sophis- 
ticated things that are smaller and have 
more possibilities for output. 

HIGH TIMEs: What ideas of yours 
haven't changed? 
Mark: Well, I've always liked to think 


46 MARCH '83 


that I can stir up trouble. It excites me 
to think that I can cause trouble. Not 
just annoy people, but in more of an 
open-ended way annoy people in a way 
that confuses them, 

HIGH TIMEs: What limits you, besides 
money? 

Mark: I just bend limitations that come 
up. Once all the machines had to stay in 
one place and none of them could really 
move around. Then I ran into the prob- 
lem of too many cords to control the 
things that moved around, so I made 
machines that could move around by 
themselves—radio-controlled equip- 
ment. I got around the problem of a 
few complicated pieces of equipment 
not working right by branching out 
and throwing in a lot of real simple 
devices that were gonna just work no 
matter what happened. Then I did a 
lot more things with stuff hanging on 
cables, to bring more of a three-dimen- 
sional feeling to it. 

I guess the latest things are a more 
technical approach—the burning laser, 
and now the flying machines—having 
aerial robots that can fly around. It can 
go on from there—I have millions of 
ideas if I could do them; there's enough 
ideas where you could kind of keep 
doing more or less the same thing for 
years, or at least as long as I live 


Borarnna Went grew up in a housing 
project in Seattle; it would have been easy 
to succumb to her poor white trash milieu 
and become a welfare mother with five 
children. A chance encounter with theater 
innovator Tom Murvin resulted in several 
years’ involvement in street theater, includ- 
ing a tour of Europe and America. 

‘Out of dreams and endless foraging in 
thrift stores and garbage bins, Johanna has 
created by sewing, gluing, collaging and 
painting, the vivid props and dolls for her 
shows—all of which involve sex, food, liq- 
uids, meat, meat by-products and destruc- 
tion. The constant theme in her shows is 
transformation—from birth (or abortion) 
to death. 

Set against a background of very loud 
noise/rhythm, Johanna's show is more a 
furiously energetic trance-state than the 
performance of a rational being. Then 
‘again, this is not real time—a slow-motion 
drug would be needed to comprehend all 
the images, symbols, details and gestures 
crammed into the 15 or 20 minutes of 
a Johanna Went show, Definitely not for 
the cleanliness-and-order set, this is sheer 
fun and black humor masquerading as 
modern art. 

Johanna Went has a 45 available on 
Boyd Rice's Graybeat Records, Slave Be- 


yond the Grave/NO U NO, and a new 
album, Hyena. 


HIGH TIMEs: How do you prepare for 
your shows? I get the impression it 
takes months— 

Johanna: It doesn’t take that long. It 
depends. I gather up a lot of stuff, 
things, junk, articles, just items. You 
know —Styrofoam, plastic, cardboard, 
clothes, shoes, food things—any object, 
anything you can think of —Kotex, sand- 
wiches, tools, anything. And then I just 
kind of think about different things— 
what I dream about, what I see every 
day or somebody I'll be fascinated with, 
and somehow I'll use them in my show. 
Or a movie that I saw—all these kinds 
of things affect me. And then when I put 
together my show, | try not to think a lot 
—T try to just do it without thinking too 
much. I just glue things together and 
paint things and make things look like 
something that I like! Then I take all 
these things to where I'm going to doa 
show, and the musicians come and play 
whatever it is they want to play, and 
then I sing anything that comes out of 
my mouth. And then there's lots of 
blood and messy things and then I fall 
down and it's all over. 

HIGH Times: Well, you pay a lot of 
attention to details—I remember at one 
show, you had a little naked baby doll 
{it was just a small part of your cos- 
tume)—you couldn't even really see it 
across the stage, yet you'd glued pubic 
hair on it. 

Johanna: You saw it! That was just a 
little joke for myself. ike to give myself 
little jokes; I like to entertain myself. 
HIGH TIMEs: At the “On Broadway” 
show, you became a huge Statue of Lib- 
erty—that suddenly started to spew blood 
all over the audience— 

Johanna: I'd made the Statue of Lib- 
erty, the whole costume, and when I 
brought it up to San Francisco I asked 
Mark Pauline if he could do some- 
thing to it to make it spit blood. He 
hooked up this pump and it was really 
great—I wasn't sure if it was going to 
work and then all of a sudden it started 
squirting blood into the audience—I 
couldn't believe it. It worked really 
good! Just what I wanted. 

HIGH TIMEs: What was the most ex- 
treme performance you ever did? 
Johanna: Most extreme? I don't know 
—I used to do a lot of street perfor- 
mances that in a way were more ex- 
treme than what I do now, just be- 
cause of the different environments. 
Probably the most extreme—at least the 
one that everybody always talks about 
—was when I did a performance witha 


dead cat, probably because the cat was 
dead and people were upset by it be- 
cause they thought I killed it. Which 
I didn't—I do not kill cats, But I don't 
know, because I have trouble remem- 
bering performances— 

HIGH Times: Because you go into a 
trance during them? 

Johanna: Sometimes I can't remember 
‘a lot—like right after the performances 
I can't remember anything, and then I 
ask people what happened or people 
tell me different things that happened. 
Or sometimes when I clean up the stuff 
I can kind of remember. It's really hard 
to remember. 

HIGH Times: At the “On Broadway" 
show you had a birth. 

Johanna: It was a baby devil—it came 
‘out of the devil; that wasn't me. The 
devil gave birth to the baby devil. He 
was the devil sleeping in his bed, and 
he woke up—he had a bad stomachache 
—there wasa baby inside of his stomach. 
What a surprise, right? And the baby 
had a whole bunch of stuff over him— 
afterbirth, or something. It was silly, 
wasn't it? I can't stand the devil—so 
silly-looking with those horns. 

HIGH Tis: What do you think about 
pornography? At one show you had 
a huge collage/costume made out of 
hundreds of color photos from porno 
magazines. 

Johanna: See, I think that genitals are 
interesting for a lot of different reasons. 
I've always been curious at opportuni- 
ties to see other naked people. But I 
think that pornography definitely is not 
interesting to most women, because it 
really is insulting to women. Most por- 
nography places women in the position 
of—well, placing them in positions! 
Which is dull—I'm not interested in 
that at all. I get a little pissed off at the 
women for allowing themselves to be 
used that way for money. And at the 
same time I understand: | know what 
it's like to be broke. Iknow when peo- 
ple get broke, it’s hard, 

Ihave real mixed feelings about por- 
nography. always have mixed feelings 
about saying, "This shouldn't be al- 
lowed.” Yet at the same time I have feel- 
ings where I just say, "How come peo- 
ple are so stupid?” "How can they buy 
this stuff?” "How can they keep con- 
tinuing on with it?” Also, I find a lot of 
pornography really humorless. [guess I 
really like things that are funny. And 
anything's funny. I really liked "The Ty- 
lenol Murders'—I just loved the name. 
I mean, it's really horrible when you 
think it could be you—that you just take 
a little aspirin or something and then 
you're dead—but at the same time it 


seems so funny, all of iton TV—it seems 
like a cartoon. I think this is how things 
get out of hand—pretty soon everything 
seems like a cartoon, or else it seems 
like its on TV. 
HIGH TIMEs: Then you have the Tyle- 
nol imitations— 
Johanna: Now they call them “The 
‘Copycat Killers.” I love all these silly 
words, like copycat—that almost 
sounds like Krazy Kat, one of those car- 
toon characters. 
HIGH TIMES: The mass media are 
responsible for these copycat phenom- 
ena— 
Johanna: They are; they love these 
‘ideas of these murderers, and then they 
really build it up and people get all 
excited. It's sad! but true. 
HIGH TIMES: Most of these murder- 
ers turn out to be men; women are 
a bit behind on that avenue of human 
progress— 
Johanna [sadly]: I know, I know. I had 
hopes when that little girl in San Diego 
shot all those people—Brenda Spencer. 
[really had hopes; I thought, “This is a 
good sign: young, smart girl! 
HIGH TIMEs: She hated Mondays— 
Johanna: That's what you read in the 
paper. I'm sure if you talked with her 
she'd give you a whole list of things she 
hated—and her dad was probably right 
up at the top, with the principal. 
HIGH TIMEs: Well, she got the principal. 
Johanna: She did? Well, I just can't be- 
lieve that there aren't more sex-mutila- 
tion murders done by women to men, 
kind of random ones. Like a lot of ones. 
HIGH TIMES: Well, maybe women are 
too smart to do things like that. 
Johanna: Well, they really have to 
think about a lot more things just to sur- 
vive, I think. It'sjust that—if you, all the 
time, have to worry about if some- 
body's gonna try and rape you, or beat 
the shit out of you, or take your money; 
or somebody makes more money than 
you, or you're poor, whatever—if you 
have to think about these things all the 
time, it's harder to plan these other 
things out! Whereas, if you have a cer- 
tain amount of safety in your life just by 
the fact that you're a man—you definite- 
ly havea certain amount more: you can 
move easier at night. There are so many 
different things that you don’t even 
have to think about. So you just have 
more time to think about doing other 
things that you want to do. I mean, I 
definitely think there could be as many 
murders done by women; I think about 
this all the time. I haven't come up with 
an answer. 

Also, I've always felt that it’s really 
bad that women don''t go into the army 


“I'd made the 
Statue of Liberty 
costume... 
all of a sudden it 
started squirting 
blood into the 


audience...” 


Vale 


Non (Boyd Rice) living dangerously with 
his homemade ax. 


and learn how to use guns, and actually 
have to think about and realize that you 
could kill somebody with your bare 
hands. Probably a lot of women get 
raped by men that have been in the ser- 
vice, who have learned real killing 
techniques, fighting techniques, and 
yet these women didn't get the same 
training—for a lot of reasons. It's really 
bad that they don't. I think that women 
should be given killing classes—not just 
fighting classes, but Killing Classes— 
How to Kill. How to kill so that you 
know that you can kill. So that you know 
that you can do it. How to kill someone 
with your hands, with yourself, with 
your body. So that you really got the 
feeling for what you could do. And a 
small person can kill a big person—the 
possibilities are endless. I just really 
think that women should be trained to 
kill. And if that happened, I think that 
would make a real positive change— 
more than anything! More than any- 
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thing else that I could think of. 


Sirce 1977 Non (Boyd Rice} has system- 
atically set out to destroy every assumption 
held sacred in the recording or perfor- 
mance of music. His first album, with a 
label showing pieces of records spread out 
on a floor, was more than a critique—the 
recording actually was a compilation of 
excerpts from many records, treated. (For 
example, Boyd assembled one track out of 
every time Lesley Gore sang the word 
‘cry") The next 45 was the first to offer 
extended possibilities for listener-modified 
playback, with 2 to 4 (he would have liked 
more) holes in the center for multi-axial 
rotation. The history of Non-musical inno- 
vation is documented and still available on 
Mute Records, Two new albums will soon 
be released. 

Non's live performances offer sheer (but 
varied) noise at the pain threshold—the 
objective being to offer the listener per- 
sonal freedom to impose shape, rhythms 
and organization on the offered input. He's 
used a shoe polisher, a guitar with a fan on 
it, as well as processed tapes of sounds 
generated by his own inventions. Cut in 
are various subliminals taken from 
sources like the last 45 minutes at Jones- 
town, quotations from newspaper head- 
lines (“Water Balloon Prank Fatal to 
Pedestrian’) and excerpts from tapes made 
at Disneyland, Playland, Winchell’s Do- 
nuts and other fun spots. 

Non considers his performances “de- 
indoctrination rites"—as he once said, ‘I 
think that most music is dangerous be- 
cause it tends to systematize thought—you 
think in patterns—you know what's com- 
ing before you even hear it...” After two 
European tours and numerous American 
dates, Non still succeeds in outraging audi- 
ences anywhere, especially music lovers. 

Currently, Boyd Rice is completing a 
guide to Incredibly Strange Films, co- 
written with Jim Morton of Trashola, soon 
to be published by Re/Search. 


HIGH TiMEs: In your earlier perfor- 
mances you used a shoe-polishing 
machine and other devices— 

Non: Actually we used real devices so 
that people could see more real sound 
being made right before their eyes. We 
could use a shoe polisher as an instru- 
ment, playing it through a guitar, 
changing the settings, and get amazing 
frequencies. We had a roto-guitar too— 
a guitar with a fan on it. 

‘HIGH TIMEs: Who made that? 

Non: I did—it was an obvious idea to 
produce more noise with less effort—it 
sounded like a squadron of bombers 
taking off. I was always interested in 
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the idea of doing less and getting more. 
Actually, when I first thought of the 
idea of making music, I invented instru- 
ments that would play the kind of 
music I wanted to play. I wanted a 
whole orchestra of instruments that 
you'd be able to set up a certain way 
and then just turn them on and they’d 
be working at the same time, producing 
repetitive music. But then eventually I 
figured out a way to do it much easier, 
so I thought, "Why build this whole 
orchestra of instruments (and drag 
them around) when I can just do some- 
thing extremely simple and get the 
same effects?” 

HIGH TiMEs: So now your act is ex- 
tremely portable? 

Non: Extremely. Ican put all my instru- 
ments ina lunch pail. I use tape record- 
ers as musical instruments. I don’t use 
them just as playback machines, I use 
them as instruments to get sounds out 
of that I wouldn't be able to get out of 
anything else. It's a very simple way of 
doing things. 

HIGH TIMES: At one performance you 
cut in a tape of the last hours of Jones- 
town. Have you mixed in spoken tapes 
right from the start? 

Non: At one performance we used an 
indoctrination tape before we went on. 
It started out with kind of conventional 
material that people would like, then it 
got less conventional—sort of a subtle 
blend of these songs, getting more and 
more away from what people are used 
to. It wasa hokey thing to do—obvious- 
ly it wasn't going to work, but I liked 
the idea of it. 

Lalso had taped quotes from the Man- 
son girls saying things like, “Rich peo- 
ple better watch out!” that were funny, 
but would get people ina certain mood. 
HIGH TIMES: Which performances 
have made people the angriest? 

Non: In New York I was one of the first 
people in years to actually get catcalls! 
People were screaming, “I want my 
seven-fifty back!” And in Den Haag, 
they were real angry. They really dis- 
liked me. At the show I had these bright 
lights shining in their eyes so they could 
barely see me—they were trying to 
reach up and smash the lights, but the 
lights were just out of their reach. One 
guy in front who was a real hard-core 
punk was rolling around with his hands 
over his ears, actually crying—he had 
tears in his eyes. Somebody threw a 
beer glass that hit me on the forehead. 
Andit broke, and I could feel this throb- 
bing pain—it had a little bit of beer init, 
and the beer ran down my face and I 
thought it was blood. I continued to be 
real friendly to the audience, which 


made them even madder, because they 
were so mad, and I didn't care! They 
were shaking their fists at me, and I 
thought that at any minute there'd be a 
riot. So I took it as far as I thought I 
could, and then thanked them and left. 
HIGH TIMEs: This was at an over- 
whelming volume? 

Non: Yes. I always tell them I want 
maximum volume, but they're afraid. 
You need to have somebody right there 
to push it up a little louder when they 
turn it down. Like when Daniel Miller 
[head of Mute Records] does the sound, 
he does it real loud. One time I got the 
best vocal effect ever—my voice was 
completely Arrrh-agegrrrh-arrh. And 
at the time I thought, “God, what's he 
doing to those vocals?” A couple days 
later I asked him, "Hey, Daniel, what'd 
you do to those vocals a couple nights 
ago?" And he said, “Oh, that must have 
been the night you blew the speakers.” 
I think that because I was mad about 
something, he turned it up extra loud 
that night, just to be nice. 


z., now a resident of New York, is a 
percussionist with found/assembled kinet- 
ic sculptures—metal and plastic tubes, 
tubs, pans, bottles, sheets, springs, strung 
together or not, hurtled around the stage, 
beat upon with mallets or sticks but or- 
chestrated for contrasts and crescendos 
of rhythmic noise, in an athletic/dance 
feat dangerous to performer and audience 
alike (performer must wear knee and el- 
bow pads). 

Zev started out in 1978 playing count- 
less 15-minute sets at the Mabuhay in San 
Francisco and getting nowhere. A turning 
point came in 1979 when he risked all for 
an East Coast tour and received serious 
recognition at last. Subsequently, he has 
played countless shows in Europe and the 
United States, alternating between New 
York and Belgium as bases of operation. 

Zev, who's also known as Yoel, Sha- 
oul, Uns, Raks Works, GDG, Element L, 
Deesse, Magneet Bond and Stefan Weis- 
ser, has released a number of records on 
Lust/Unlust, Fetish, Vinyl and Backlash, 
with his newest album appearing on the 
Subterranean label... . 


HIGH TIMES: What do you think you 
have in common with, say, Mark Paul- 
ine, Boyd, Throbbing Gristle or Johanna 
Went? 

Zev: The concept of being a cultural 
revolutionary—more the concept of be- 
ing a cultural subversive. Like, a perfect 
metaphor being Throbbing Gristle, at 
their shows, putting huge mirrors on 
stage so the audience would be look- 


ing at themselves. It's like that, where 
you're holding up this mirror to people, 
dealing within this sphere while break- 
ing as many rules as it's possible to 
break, and you're trying to educate that 
audience as much as possible, and em- 
power that audience—I think most of 
the people involved would be just as 
happy for the audience to get out of 
their apathy and start doing something. 
In America, people have just been so de- 
moralized to their own power to where 
they don't think that their voice has any 
say, so they just become this consumer 
of whatever Nixon, Reagan, television 
show, pop band, new wave is around. 
HIGH Times: Howis your politics man- 
ifested in your sound performances? 
Zev: Through a broad definition—the 
politics of culture and consumerism. 
‘On one level it's a double-edged sword, 
inthatyou do something and somebody 
listens to it—it's that system. But, UNS, 
for example, makes a music that just 
listening to you'd think used a huge 
studio, whereas it's just cassette record- 
ers, skipping record players and an old 
organ. Z’ev uses these metals, and has to 
do with the fact that you can go out and 
build and create your own music—you 
don't have to go out toa store and buy 
the latest musical things. It is on one 
level anticonsumer technology ("to be 
able to do something you have to spend 
a certain amount of money, get the 
state-of-the-art this and that”). 

I've always been very committed to 
low-tech as opposed to high-tech! In 
Europe, a lot of bands are starting to use 
metals in percussion, to get a richness 
and variety of texture and timbre that 
‘one would normally go toa synthesizer 
for, Whereas in America there's still this 
concept in people's heads that a five 
thousand dollar synthesizer is going to 
make them a better musician. 

HIGH Times: I think that even more 
basic than all that is the fact that what 
you're doing is based on stolen, recycled, 
discarded and reutilized products. 
Z'ev: The stealing is one aspect, the re- 
cycling is another. It involves looking for 
a solution. If I go somewhere, like to a 
junkyard, my sense is developed to the 
extent that I can look at something and 
have an idea what it will sound like. 
HIGH Times: Whether to take it home 
or leave it lying there. 

Z'ev: Right. But then there's lots of 
pieces that I'll get that will stick around 
for quite a while before I figure out 
what the hell to do with them. 

The thievery has to do with—basi- 
cally, Mercury on one level is the god of 
learning and communication, and on the 
other level is the god of thieves! The 


thievery is more of an occult situation, 
even though thievery is a political act on 
a certain level—it's shaped by certain 
socioeconomic inequities. You know, 
taking from those who have, who can 
afford it and don't give it—forcing them 
to sponsor you, so to speak! 
HIGH Times: A lot of them don't even 
miss it, probably— 
Z'ev: No, I think a lot of them are start- 
ing to miss it, because since last year, 
when I came back, a couple of the 
places I went to visit that had never had 
burglar alarms now had them. So appar- 
ently I was making my presence felt! 
But that was something that devel- 
oped through childhood—first child- 
hood crime...subsequent crimes... 
present crimes. Thievery’s been com- 
pletely consistent with me all of my life! 
Way back then I didn't have the ration- 
alization, if that's what you want to call 
it, that I do now, But the thefts that I 
did, say in 1980, were done as rituals. 
There's another level of working with 
the thievery, which has to do with the 
very big premium I put on risk in the 
production of works. Sol feel that at the 
very basic beginning of the process, 
which means the accumulations of the 
materials which are then going to get 
used ina performance—since the risk is 
such a big part in the performance as- 
pect, I try to keep it consistent through- 
out the process. You're out there on the 
level of getting caught, doing time, as 
opposed to just going into a store and 
buying something, It's standing up for 
what you believe in, on a certain level. 
HIGH Times: Communication is im- 
portant to you; do you feel you talk 
through the drums you've invented? 
Z'ev: It's very traditional that the drum 
is synonymous with communication in 
most cultures; in Africa they say, ‘I got it 
‘on the drum.” There is this language to 
rhythm where there's a meta-message 
occurring—almost a mathematical situ- 
ation with repetition, refrain, like for- 
mulas repeated and transmuted this 
way and that way. 
HIGH TiMEs: Have you ever consid- 
ered yourself in the context of, say, 
those master drummers of Burundi? 
Zrev: I've studied ethnomusicology, but 
I wouldn't want to call myself a master 
drummer. Most of those situations 
where there is a master drummer— 
those are drumming systems where the 
drumming is directly related to either 
ritual use, or communicational use. 
And because that's also where I'm 
coming from, my performance has 
evolved along the same levels. Like, 
some drummers are somewhat an- 
noyed by it because it’s so simple—in 


“I'm committed 
to low-tech... 
There is this 

concept that a 


$5,000 
synthesizer 


will make you a 
better musician.” 


‘nde Juno. 


Zev rattles those pots and pans during 
a recent performance. 


most Western drumming, like in jazz or 
rock, there are these very nifty little 
patterns with a lot of fast technique— 
like trying to squeeze as many notes 
intoa given space as is possible. Myself, 
I'malways trying to play as little as pos- 
sible, so that the effect of what you're 
doing can actually sink in. 
HIGH Times: How much are you con- 
sciously aware of what you're doing 
while you're drumming? 
Zev: Like the recent piece that I did 
which was about twelve minutes—I 
was consciously aware for maybe three 
or four of those minutes, and the rest of 
the time there was this level where I 
would have no idea what I was actually 
playing. Because you geta basic groove, 
as it were, and then you let that groove 
groove itself, show itself. And that's so 
the actual message of it can appear—the 
process of pure form. 

In the summer of ‘80 I was working 
witha Haitian man, and learned quitea 

/ continued on page 85 
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OUR MAN 
ON TAEMOON 


Hey diddle diddle 
Here's a fine riddle 
Who deals the coke on the moon? 


Well, he drinks beer alone 
He loves to phone home 
He's the ExtraTerrestrial loon 


ISAVED DAD FROM A 
MARDUANA TREA KOUT: 


TRUE- 


STORY 


OF PERSONAL HEROISM 


H. ‘was my father and he was having, 
a freakout. 

“A what?” 
phone. 

“You know, a freakout. He took some 
of that pot your cousin Bernard grows, 
but this time—" 

“Who, ma?" 

“Your cousin Bernard. You didn't 
know that Bernard was a potgrower?” 
"Bernie's been dealing dad dope?" 

“What dealing. He just gives him a 
little bit every now and then so your 
father won't have to buy from strang- 
ers. But this time he asked Bernard for 
his good stuff. ‘Gimme the good, gimme 
the good/ he keeps yelling. So Bernard 
gives him the good and now he's lying 
on my brand-new bedspread talking 
like a crazy person. ‘I'm not in this 
world, I'm not in this world’ he keeps 
saying. He's asking for you, he says 
you'll know what to do. George, please, 
get over here and help your father.” 

“Okay, mom. Try and keep him calm. 
Tell him he's just having a bad reaction 
to the pot he smoked, and that ina little 
while everything will be all right. I'm 
on my way.” 

Now, some of you might be thinking, 
wow and far out, here's a family that's 
really got its shit together. The nephews 
are dealing to the uncles, the fathers are 
turning on with the mothers, and if 
somebody's old man freaks out, his 
kid's right there to talk him down. Not 
true. Take it from me, friend, you don't 
know what ugliness is until you've tried 
to convince your father that his wife 
[your mother!) should not be walking in 
Spandau with Rudolf Hess for crimes 
committed during Uncle Stan and Aunt 
Lillian’s 25th wedding anniversary. But 
I'm getting ahead of myself. 

I immediately called Bernard to see 
just exactly what kind of shit hed un- 
loaded on my father. As far as I knew, 
the kid grew and dealt nothing but 
ditchweed, with the occasional boot- 
leg Quaalude when he was hard up 
for cash, 

“Bernie?” 

“Hey, George, how ya—" 
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I shouted into the tele- 


by George Barkin 


"What'd you give my father, moron?” 
“Whattya mean? Oh, the smoke—" 
"Yeah, the smoke, asshole. What kind 

did you give him?” 

"Oh, wow, I really gave him some 
great shit, man. The kind he was askin’ 
for—Hawaiian-Thai cross, second gen- 
eration. I scored about an ounce last 
week, you know, just for my head, but 
I figured—" 

“Wacky weed! You give a seventy- 
year-old man with a bad heart wacky 
weed! Are you out of your mind? My 
mother just called hysterical because 
my father's freaking out on that shit. So 
help me, if anything happens to him 
I'm gonna—" 

“Don't worry, man, just get over there 
and cool him out. I'm sure it's gonna 
be okay." 

“Well, it better be, for your sake as 
well as,his—and listen, uh, you think 
you'd be able to spare me a couple 
joints of that stuff?” 

I got to my parents’ house about an 
hour after my mother's call. At first I 
didn't think they were home. The place 
was quiet and clean. The hall rug was 
freshly vacuumed; the large breakfront 
in the living room had just been pol- 
ished. It radiated with pictures of aunts 
and uncles, knickknacks from the Holy 
Land, high-school diplomas and birth- 
day cards that were seven months old. 
Maybe she took him to the hospital, I 
thought. Or maybe he took her to the 
basement, The basement! Where he 
keeps his power tools! I rushed down- 
stairs, half expecting to see dad, chain 
saw in hand, explaining to my mother 
that, yes, perhaps he didn't know the 
right way to carve turkey, but with a 
Sears Master Craftsman he was a reg- 
ular Julia Child. 

Of course there was no one in the 
basement, and all the power tools were 
present and accounted for. Realizing 
that I was acting more like Harry J. 
Anslinger than an experienced son of 
the ‘60s, I cooled the reefer madness bit 
and went upstairs to look for my family. 

I found my mother on her hands and 
knees scrubbing the kitchen floor. 


“George, thank God; you don’t know 
what's going on. I'm afraid to go in 
there. I asked if he wanted a little tea, 
and he gave me sucha look, like... like 
I don't know what." She got up off the 
floor and stood wringing her hands in 
the middle of the kitchen. 

“See, I have the stick he was smoking 
right here.” She rummaged in her house- 
dress and pulled outa fat bomber that'd 
been smoked about halfway down. 

“I was all set to take him to see Dr. 
Greenberg, but he insisted on waiting 
for you. Go in to him, he's inside.” She 
nodded toward the bedroom door. 

My father was sitting on the bed with 
his back to me, facing the window. 

"Hello, son," he said without turn- 
ing around. 

"Hello, dad,” 

"I'm on a real bumper, I guess your 
mother told you." 

"Well, actually she told me that you 
were having a freakout.” 

“Is there a difference?” he blurted. 

I walked over and sat on the bed 
next to him. 

“Calm down, dad, you're not having 
a bummer or freaking out, or going 
through any sort of thing like that—it's 
really no big deal. All that's happened is 
that you've smoked some pot—some 
pretty strong pot—to which you're un- 
accustomed.” 

"I asked Bernie for the good," he 
broke in, eager to supply any detail that 
might help me in evaluating the exact 
state of his present condition. 

“And he gave you the good,” I con- 
tinued, "but the good was a bit too 
strong and it's made you feel fright- 
ened, anxious, a little confused..." 

“Your mother's trying to kill me with 
poisoned tea—' 

"...and paranoid, But the important 
thing—the most important thing—is to 
remember that it’s only the pot that's 
making you feel this way, and ina little 
while, when the effects wear off, you're 
going to feel one hundred percent okay. 
That's something you've got to under- 
stand. There's absolutely nothing wrong 
with you at all. Now just relax and wait 


s 


for the smoke to work its way out of 
your head. It won't take very long, be- 
lieve me. Trust me. I'm your son and I 
love you. You're going to be alll right." 

Near the end of my rap dad got up 
from the bed and moved toward the 
center of the room, taking great care to 
position himself directly beneath the 
light fixture that hung from the ceiling. 
His eyes were whipping around in his 
head, shooting from door to window to 
chandelier. In the corners of his mouth 
little balls of saliva were beginning to 
form. Obviously, he hadn't heard a word 
I'd said. It looked like trouble. It looked 
like paranoid toxic psychosis. 

“My mouth feels salty. If there's noth- 
ing wrong with me, why does my 
mouth feel salty, huh? Can you tell me 
that, Mister Wise Guy, Mister Timothy 
Leary Big Shot?” 

Ilet outa sigh of relief. Not too weird, 
I thought—nothing I couldn't handle. 


"Dad, your mouth feels salty because 
the pot makes you hypersensitive to 
stuff you'd never even notice if you 
weren't high. You know that, you've 
smoked before." 

"Yeah, sure, I've smoked before, but 
never again, George, never again. I 
swear to God, if I make it through this 
freakout I'll never touch another stick 
of that stuff again. And let me tell you 
something, if you were smart you'd do 
the same. Do you hear me? Now goand 
‘open my closet door,” he said, and be- 
gan making loud sucking noises with 
his lips and tongue. 

“George, which is the least favorite 
suit, or sports jacket and slacks combi- 
nation you see in there? Take your time 
in deciding because this is very impor- 
tant.” I knew what was coming. Wed 
been through it a hundred times be- 
fore. It was exasperating enough dealing 
‘with it when he was straight. Stoned, it 


“You don't think he 
was serious about 
writing up the story 
of my freakout in his 
magazine, honey?” 


would be absolutely impossible. 

"Let's not go through this again. 
Whichever suit you want to wear is the 
one you'll be cremated in. It doesn't 
matter to me, really.” 

"It doesn’t matter to you. It doesn't 
matter to you? What do you mean 
it doesn't matter to you! It certainly 
doesn't matter to me. I'm going to be 
dead. Burned up, roasted alive in a 
blast furnace at one thousand eight 
hundred degrees Fahrenheit, the flesh 
melting off my face like ice cream ona 
hot day. They can wrap me in dish 
towels for all I care! Why should it 
matter to me what they put on a dead 
body, so when they look at me in the 
casket—which, by the way, you'll make 
sure is nothing more than a plain pine 
box; no silver, no brass, no nothing— 
everyone will think I was some kind of 
big shot? Horseshit!" He lunged over to 
the closet and grabbed a pair of slacks. 

“Here, feel. You can't buy a gaber- 
dine like this anymore. They just don't 
make it! Or how about this." He reached 
in and pulled out a Ralph Lauren Har- 
ris Tweed sports coat. “Here, it's from 
the whatchamacallit collection. Turn 
around and let me see how it looks." He 
spun me around, checking the shoul- 
ders, back and cuffs, and when he was 
satisfied, patted me on the back and 
exclaimed, “Perfect fit!” 

"Yeah, but—" 

“What but, it's brand new! George, lis- 
ten." He moved closer to me and his 
voice became somber. “Do you know 
how good that jacket looks on you—not 
only that jacket, but my summer-weight 
three-piece suit from Barney's, the over- 
coat I bought last year when I went on 
vacation to Canada with your mother, 
the tuxedo I wore to your sister's wed- 
ding, all my cashmere sweaters—do 
you have any idea how good they look 
on you?” I'd never seen my father this 
serious before in my whole life, and it 
was starting to give me the creeps. 

“Well, sure, they look okay, but—" 

“Stop right there. For argument's 
sake, let's say they look ‘just okay’ Now 
isn't it better that my clothes look ‘just 
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“Don't worry, not 
our son. He'd never 
drag our names 
through the mud 
like that.’ 


okay’ on you, my son, than very good, 
or even great, ona total stranger? ‘Cause 
that's what will happen. That's exactly 
what will happen. Your mother will 
takeall my clothes and give them away. 
T'll be dead, and strange men will be 
walking their dogs wearing my Wind- 
breakers; some bastard will be going to 
work in my Burberry overcoat... my 
slacks from Farah—I won't let it happen! 
Because, if you don't take these clothes 
—and I'm talking about the whole damn 
wardrobe—I'll have my lawyer stipu- 
late that they are to be burnt along with 
me. Sonow tell me, what are you going 
to do?” Dad sunk back down onto the 
bed and stared at his hands, He looked 
drawn and tired. It had been at least 
two hours since he'd toked up. My fa- 
ther, by all estimations, should have 
been on his way down. In fact, the 
thought had crossed my mind more 
than once in the last five minutes that 
he already was down. I was starting to 
feel a little spacy myself. 

"Well, dad,” I'said, “I still don't under- 
stand why it means so much to you, 
but—" 

“No more buts,” he broke in. “If you 
don't want my clothes that's fine with 
me—suit yourself!" He stopped speaking 
and our eyes met. An instant later he 
was convulsing with laughter. He tum- 
bled off the bed and fell to his knees, 
beating the floor with his fists, laughing 
out his pun. I was sure he was going to 
have a coronary. 

"Suit yourself, hahahawhooowhooo! 
Suit yourself! Suit yourself, hahaha. 
Whoooaghhhhh!” He pulled himself 
up off the floor and climbed onto the 
chest of drawers. 

“Suit yourself. Whoahaghhhhh. YES! 
YES, YES!" 

"George, George, what's going on in 
there?” My mother was banging on 
the door. "Please, open up, please, I'm 
ashamed for the neighbors!" I didn't 
blame her. The old man was making 
quite a ruckus. I stepped outside, rea- 
soning that by this time she needed 
cooling out as much as my father did. 

"Don't worry, mom, everything's un- 
der control,” I lied. “Dad told a little 
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joke and it broke him up. He's just 
laughing in there, that's all. Honest.” 
She smiled weakly. She wanted to be- 
lieve me. 

“That's some jokester you've got in 
there," she said. “George, this whole 
thing here has gotten me so nervous I'm 
almost tempted to take a puff on one of 
those sticks myself. Who knows, he's 
got me so crazy already with his looks 
and his laughing and his everything 
else—a puff off one of his sticks might 
do me some good. It doesn't sound like 
he's having such a bad time in there.” 

"Ma, please, not now. I gotta go back 
in there and see how he's doing. Don't 
worry, okay? Everythings coming along 
fine.’ 

Back inside the bedroom I found my 
father lying quietly on the bed. I walked 
over and called to him softly. 

"Dad, dad, are you all right?" He 
was sound asleep. I pulled up a chair 


and waited till I felt sure that every- 
thing was cool. Then, after reassuring 
my mother, I dragged myself out of 
their house. 

A couple of hours and a six-pack of 
Budweiser later, weaving up the stairs 
to my apartment, I heard the telephone 
ringing. It kept ringing for a long time, 
long enough for me to drop my keys 
twice before letting myself in. 

"George?" 

“Dad! How you feelin’?" 

“Fine, son, just fine. For a while there 
I felt a bit peculiar, but—" 

“But now you're okay, huh, dad?" 

“Yeah, I'm okay now, but—" 

“But what, dad? What's the matter?” 

"Well, it's your mother, son. She's 
just finished polishing the eggplant for 
tonight's dinner, and now she's argu- 
ing with the microwave over how it 
should be cooked. How soon can you 
get here?” 
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NOTES OF A DIRTY OLD MAN 


Beware, the bartender who receives too much tips, ass 
and admiration; someone is Si to serve your brains a Louisville 
slugger. 
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Charles Bukowski 


I guess | was 28 about that time and | 

wasn't working but I had a little money 
because I had lucked it at the track 
—finally. It was around 9 pM., I had 
been drinking in my room for a cou- 
ple of hours. I was fairly drunk and 
I came out of my room and started 
walking down the street and I came to 
this bar across the street from my usual 
bar and for some reason I went in. It 
was a lot cleaner and fancier in there 
than my bar and thought, well, maybe 
T'll luck on a class piece of ass. I sat 
down. a few seats from the entrance, 
took a stool a couple away from this 
girl. She was alone and there was a 
gang of four or five people, men and 
women, at the other end of the bar. 
The barkeep was down there talking to 
them and laughing. I must have sat 
three or four minutes, he just kept talk- 
ing and laughing. I hated those pricks, 
they drank all they wanted, got tips, 
got ass, got admiration. 

I pulled out a pack of smokes. Tapped 
one out. No matches. None on the bar. I 
looked at the lady. 

"Pardon me, got a light?” 

Irritated, she dug into her purse. She 
came up with a book of matches. Then 
without looking at me, she tossed them 
down. 

"Keep ‘em, she said. 

She had long hair and a good body. 
She had on a fake mink and a little fur 
hat. I watched her tilt her head back 
after sucking at her smoke and she ex- 
haled a blast upwards like she knew 
some damned thing. Those are the kind 
you like to belt-buckle. 

The barkeep kept ignoring me. 

I picked up an ashtray, held it about 
two feet above the bar and dropped it. 
‘That got him. He came on down, trod- 
ding on the boards. He was a big one, 
maybe 6-2 and one-half, 265. Some fat 
around the gut, but big shoulders, big 
head, big hands. He was handsome ina 
dumb kind of way, a strand of drunken 
hair hanging over one eye. 

“Double Cutty Sark on the rocks," I 
told him. 

"Good thing you didn't break that 
ashtray,” he said. 

“Good thing you heard it," lanswered. 


The boards creaked and cracked as 
he walked on down to mix the drink. 

“I hope he doesn't throw in a Mick- 
ey," I said to the girl in the fake mink. 

“Jimmy's nice,” she said. "Jimmy 
doesn't do things like that." 

"T've never met a nice guy named 
‘Jimmy; I told her. 

Jimmy came back with my drink. I 
reached into my wallet and dropped a 
50-buck bill on the bar. Jimmy picked it 
up, held it up to the light and said, 
“Shit!” 

“What's the matter, boy?" I asked, 
“never seen a fifty-buck bill before?" 

He walked off down the boards. I 
took a hit of my drink. It was a double 
all right. 

"Guy acts like he never saw a fifty 
before," I said to the girl in the fur hat. “I 
carry nothing but fifties.” 

"You're full of shit," she said 

"No, I'm not," I told her. “I damped 
about twenty minutes ago." 

"Big deal—" 

"T can buy anything you've got.” 

It's not for sale," she said. 

What's the matter? You got a lock on 
it? If you have, don't worry, nobody's 
going to look for the key.” 

I took another hit 

“Wanna drink?" I asked her. 

“1 only drink with gentlemen,” she 
said. 

“Now you're full of shit," I told her. 

Where's the barkeep with my change? 
I thought. He's taking a long time 

I was just about to drop the ashtray 
when he came on down, cracking wood 
with his dumb feet. 

He put the change down. I looked at 
it as he started to walk off. 

“Heyl Lyelled. 

He came back down. "What is it?” 

"This is change for a ten. I gave you 
a fifty.” 

"Sir, you gave me a ten.” 

I turned to the girl. “Listen, you saw 
it, didn't you? I gave hima fifty!” 

“You gave Jimmy a ten,” she said. 

“What the fuck is this?” I asked. 

Jimmy began walking off. 

“You can't get away with this!” | hol- 
lered. 

He just kept on walking. He walked 


on down to the gang at the end of the 
bar and they all started talking and 
laughing. 

I sat there thinking about it. The girl 
next to me blew a blast of smoke, her 
head tilted back. 

I thought about smashing the mirror 
behind the bar. I'd done that once at 
another place. Yet, I hesitated. 

Was I losing it? 

I felt like that son of a bitch had pissed 
all over me with everybody watching. 

His cool bothered me more than his 
bigness. He had something going. A 
gun under the bar? He wanted me 
to play into it. The witnesses would 
be his... 

Ididn't know what todo. There wasa 
phone booth near the exit. I got up, 
went over, got in, dropped a coin in, 
dialed a number. I would make out that 
I was calling my buddies, that they 
were coming down to bust up the bar. I 
heard the phone ringing at the other 
end, It stopped. A woman answered. 

“Hello, she said. 

“It's me,” I answered. 

“That you, Sam?" 

“Yeah, yeah, now listen—" 

“Sam, a terrible thing happened— 
Wooly got run over!" 

“Who's Wooly?” 

“Our dog, Sam! Wooly’s dead!” 

“Now, listen, I'm at the Red Eye! You 
know where it's at? Good! Now I want 
you to bring Lefty and Larry and Tony 
and Big Angelo down here, fast! Got it? 
And bring Wooly too!” 

I hung up and sat there. I thought 
about calling the police. Then I knew 
what would happen with that. They'd 
back the barkeep. And I'd end up in the 
drunk-tank. 

I got out of the phone booth and 
walked back to my bar stool. I fin- 
ished my drink. Then I picked up the 
ashtray and dropped it. The barkeep 
looked down. I stood up, raised my 
arm and pointed a finger at him. Then 
I turned and walked out the exit, his 
laughter and the laughter of his crowd 
following me... 


Bacoppea at the liquor store, got two 
bottles of wine, went to the Hotel Helen, 
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which was right across the street from 
the bar I had been in. I had a girlfriend 
there, an alky, she was 10 years older 
than I, she worked as a maid there. I 
walked up two flights, knocked on her 
door, hoping shed be alone. 

"Jane" 1 knocked, “I'm in trouble 
T've been fucked-over." 

The door opened. Jane wasalone and 
drunker than I was. 

I closed the door and walked in. 

“Wheres your drinking glasses?" 

She pointed and I peeled a bottle and 
poured two. She sat on the edge of the 
bed and I sat ina chair. She drained her 
drink and I passed her the bottle. She lit 
a cigarette. 


Jimmy unzipped, grabbed her by that long 
hair, hit her across the face and 
forced her head down there. I thought 
she was going to do it. 

She seemed to relent. 
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“| hate this place, Hank. How come 
we don't live together anymor: 
“You started running the street 
much, baby, you drove me crazy: 
"Well, you know how Iam—" 
“Yeah.” 

Jane took her cigarette and just point- 
ed it down into the bed sheet. I saw the 
smoke starting to come up. I walked 
over and lifted her hand. I had noticeda 
plate on the dresser when I had come 
in. I got up and brought it over. It had 
pieces of dried food upon it, looked like 
tamale. I put the plate on her bed. 

“That's your ashtray— 
“You know I miss you——" she said. 
I drained my wine, poured another. 


“Look, I got shortchanged on a fifty 
across the street—" 

“Whered you get a fifty?" 

“Never mind, I got it. That son of a 
bitch shortchanged me.” 

"Why didn't you bust him up? You 
scared of him? That's Jimmy. The wo- 
men love him! Every night after the 
bar closes he goes out in the park- 
ing lot by his car and sings and they 
laugh and then one of them gets to 
go home with him—" 

"He's a hunk of shit—” 

"He played football for Notre Dame.” 

“What is this crap? You go for this 
guy?" 

"T can't stand him." 

"Good. Because I'm going to bust his 
sack, all the way—" 

"| think you're scared.” 

“Ever seen me duck a fight?" 
T've seen you lose a few.” 


Beant answer to that. We kept drink- 
ing and the conversation got around to 
other things. I don't remember much 
what we talked about. When she wasn't 
running the streets she was a pretty 
good soul. Good sense, but confused, 
you know. Total alky. I could quit for 
a day or two. She could never stop. 
It was sad. But we talked. We had some 
kind of understanding. Then it got to 
be after 2 A.M. and Jane said, “Come 
here, watch." 

We went to the window and there 
was Jimmy the barkeep in the parking 
lot. Sure enough, he was singing. There 
were three girls watching him. There 
was plenty of laughter. 

Much of it about my 50-buck bill, 
I thought 

‘Then one of the girls got into his car 
with him. The other two walked off. 
The car sat a moment. The lights came 
on, it kicked over, then drove off. 

What a flash-ass, 1 thought, I nev- 
er turn on my lights until the engine 
kicks over. 

I looked at Jane. “That son of a bitch 
really thinks he’s a high number. I'm 
gonna bust his sack, once and forever.” 

"You don't have the guts,” she an- 
swered. 

“Listen, I asked, “you still have that 
baseball bat under your bed?" 

“Yeah, but I can't part with that.” 

“Sure you can,” I said, handing her 
alo. 

“Okay,” she slid it out from under the 
bed, "hope you hit a homer." 


he next night at 2 A.M. I was in the 
parking lot, up against the side of the 
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bar, crouched between a couple of large 
garbage cans. I had Jane's baseball bat, 
the old Jimmy Foxx special. 

I didn't have to wait long. The bar- 
keep came out with his three girls. 

"Sing for us, Jimmy!" 

“Sing us one with your own words!" 

"Yes, Jimmy!" 

“Well, all right,” he said. 

He took off his necktie, threw it to 
the ground, opened his shirt to a mass 
of stinky black hair, lifted his head to 
the moon: 

“Tam the man you'rea waiting for 

“| am the man you must adore... 

“Tam the man who will lay you on 

the floor... 

"Iam the man who will make you 

want more... 

"and more 

"...and more..." 


A Il the girls applauded and jumped 
up and down: 

“Oh, Jimmy!" 

“Oh, Jimmy!" 

“Oh, Jimmy!" 

Jimniy stepped back and looked the 
girls over. They waited. Finally, he said 
it: "Okay, you get the breaks, Caroline.” 

With that, the other girls obediently 
ducked their heads in sorrow, then 
walked out of the parking lot and down 
off the avenue. 

Caroline stood there swaying on her 
highheels. She had a beautiful body, 
long hair. I seemed to remember her, 
somehow. 

“You're a real man, Jimmy,” she told 
him. "I love you." 

“Bullshit, bitch, you just want to suck 
my cock.” 

"Yes, that too, Jimmy.” 

"You're gonna suck my cock, right 
now, in this here parking lot!” 

"No, wait... Jimmy, that's too fast... 
I want to know you more first—" 

“You say you love me, then suck me!" 

“No, wait—" 

Jimmy was pretty drunk, you had to 
be to act like that. I mean, it wasn't too 
light in that parking lot but it wasn't too 
dark either. But some guys were freaks, 
they liked to do it in dangerous situa- 
tions. Maybe he was a freak. 

“You'll suck me, bitch, here and 
now." 

Jimmy unzipped, grabbed her by that 
Jong hair, hit her across the face and 
forced her head down there. I thought 
she was going to do it. She seemed to 
relent. 

Then Jimmy screamed. Screamed. 

She had bitten him. He pulled her by 


the hair and hit her again, fist closed, 
across the face. Then he dug a knee into 
her gut and she fell, motionless. 

She's out cold, I thought, maybe I'll 
drag her back by those cans and fuck 
her when he drives o! 

Damned if he didn't frighten me, 
somewhat. I decided not to come out 
from between those garbage cans. I 
held the Jimmy Foxx slugger and wait- 
ed for him to leave. 

I watched as he zipped up and walked 
gingerly toward his car. He got the door 
Open, climbed in and sat there awhile. 
Then the lights flashed on and the en- 
gine kicked over. 

He just sat there revving his motor. 

Then I saw him climb out. The engine 
was still running. The lights were on. 

He walked around to the front of 
the car. 

"Hey!" he said out loud, “what's zat? I 
see... something.” 

He started moving toward me. 

"Tsee...something... Who the fuck 

is... hiding between those cans? I 
put the trash out yesterday...I see... 
something. . .Come on outa there!” 

He came toward me. The moon 
flashed behind his back, making him 
look like some god-creature, some dis- 
mal giant hunk of doom. 

"You fucking roach!" he yelled, "I'll 
stamp you to pus!” 

He rushed in at me. I was caught 
between the garbage cans. I raised the 
Jimmy Foxx slugger, came down with it 
and caught him right on top of the head. 

He didn't drop. He just stood there 
staring at me. [hit him again. It was like 
an old-time comedy in a black and 
white flick. He just stood there and 
made a horrible face at me. 

I slipped out from between the gar- 
bage cans and started to walk away. He 
followed me. 

I turned around. 

"Leave me alone," I told him. “I just 
want to go home. Let's leave it like 
this—" 

“Tm gonna kill you, punk!" he said. 

Those two big barkeep hands came 
out and reached for my throat. [ducked 
back and swung the bat at one of his 
kneecaps. There was a shot like a fire- 
cracker going off and he dropped. 

"[ just wanna go home," I told him, 
“let's leave it like this.” 

He was on his hands and knees, 
crawling toward me. 

“Tm gonna kill ya, punk!" 

I put the wood to the back of his 
neck. He flattened out and stretched 
next to the girl in the parking lot. I 


looked at the girl, Caroline. She was the 
same one as the one in the fake mink 
and fur hat. I decided I didn't want it. 

I walked over to the barkeep’s car, 
switched the lights off, killed the en- 
gine, pulled the keys and threw them 
onto the roof of the bar. Then I walked 
back to the bodies, reached down and 
got the barkeeps wallet. 

I walked out of the lot, walked south 
awhile then said, “Shit!” I turned back 
and walked back to the lot and over to 
the garbage cans. I had left my whiskey 
there. Still half a fifth in a paper bag. 
I got it. 

Iwent south again, crossed the street, 
found the mailbox, looked around. No- 
body around. I took the bills out of the 
wallet, dropped the wallet into the box. 

Next walked north until Icame to the 
Hotel Helen. I went in, went up the 
stairway, knocked on the door. 

“Jane, it's Hank! For Christ's sake, open 
up!” 

The door opened. 

“Shit, what is it?” she asked. 

"T've got some whiskey—" 

Igot inside, put the chain on the door. 
She had the lights on. I marched around 
cutting them off. Then it was dark. 

“What's the matter?” she asked, "you 
crazy?” 

“Gimme your glass.” 


| took her to the window. The police 
cars were already there, lights blinking. 

“What the hell happened?” she asked. 

“Some guy busted Jimmy's sack.’ 

You could hear the ambulance fol- 
low-up. Then it was in the parking 
lot, back doors open. They loaded in 
the girl first. Then they came back 
and got Jimmy. 

"Who got the girl?” Jane asked. 

“Jimmy.” 

“Who got Jimmy?” 

“What the hell does it matter?" 

Isat my drink on the windowsill and 
reached into my pocket. I counted the 
bills out: $483.00. 

"Here, baby.” 

I handed her a 50. 

"Jesus, thanks, Hank!" 

"It's nothing.” 

“Those horses must really be com- 
ing in!" 

"Better than ever, baby." 

"Cheers!" she said lifting her glass. 

"Cheers," I said, lifting mine. 

We clicked glasses, then drank them 
off as the ambulance backed out, turned 
south, siren on. 

It wasn't our turn yet. That's what 
everybody thinks, they say. 1] 
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GROW AMERICAN 


Ed Rosenthal 


Aoverican marijuana cultivators are 
the most sophisticated, scientific farm- 
ers in the world. Injust a few years they 
have mastered the techniques of breed- 
ing, hybridization, sinsemilla cultiva- 
tion and curing. They have doubled 
and redoubled the yield and potency of 
their crops. Although the media usually 
concentrates interest on outdoor "farm- 
ers," most outdoor growers these days 
raise only their own stash, or operate in 
a limited area using a controlled envi- 
ronment—i.e., a grow room. The high 
cost of marijuana and the risk involved 
in its cultivation have constantly chal- 
lenged the cultivator to develop tech- 
niques that use space most efficiently. 
The potential for a high profit has also 
given growers the incentive and ability 
to experiment, and nowhere is this more 
apparent than in the indoor garden. 

T have seen the super grow rooms 
(SGRs}, and I believe. These growers 
have succeeded. SGRs are based on the 
idea of limiting factors. The plant's rate 
of metabolism, and subsequently its 
growth rate, maturation time and yield 
are governed by environmental condi- 
tions that act like links on a chain. Me- 
tabolism can proceed no faster than 
permitted by the limiting growing fac- 
tors. There are five limiting factors: 
temperature, nutrients, water, lightand 
carbon dioxide. 

Super grow rooms meet such needs, 
automatically or semiautomatically, by 
using timers that regulate irrigation, 
lighting and CO, enrichment. Recently 
Thad the pleasure of seeing two auto- 
mated grow rooms. The first was lit 
naturally with supplemental lighting 
from metal halides. The corrugated 
sheet-steel roof had been replaced with 


THE SUPER 
GROW ROOM 


They're the wave of the future— 
cost effective, secure and efficient. 


Filon, a transparent corrugated plastic 
sheet made especially for greenhouses. 

Exec, as he wishes to be called, grows 
uniform commercial crops which vary 
according to the season. He has two 
growing areas, a starting room and a 
main growing area. His spacious start- 
ing room is divided into a germination 
area, lit by fluorescents, and a seedling 
section lit by two halides. Seeds are ger- 
minated in 4” pots and transplanted 10 
days after germination into a 2¥2-quart 
container. 

Exec has designed a planting sched- 
ule that matches each plant variety’s 
seasonal habits with day length. Here is 
his planting and control schedule: 

In late November, Exec starts equato- 
rial seeds. He prefers a Nigerian-Santa 
Marta hybrid. He repots 10 days after 
germination, keeping the germination 
room lit 24 hours a day. The plants are 
removed to the large growing area 
about three and a half weeks after ger- 
mination. This area is totally roofed 
with Filon, and has 10 halides for sup- 
plemental light. Total area is 1000 
square feet. 

At the time they are moved to the 
large growing area, the plants are re- 
potted again, this time into 2-gallon 
containers. The lighting is set at 12 
hours, to coincide with natural light. 
These lights are burned only when the 
sun is out, so that undue suspicion is 
not aroused by the lit roof. 

‘To control the flowering period, Exec 
has strung rows of removable incan- 
descents, having each 100-watt light 
bulb illuminating about 9 square feet. 
For the next three weeks he turns these 
lights on for 1 minute (the minimum 
time on his short-range timer) every 90 


minutes. This prevents the plants from 
starting to flower—they sense the in- 
creasing number of hours of uninter- 
rupted darkness. Around the middle of 
January he turns off the incandescents. 
Aweek later he turns the halides down 
to 10 hours, where they remain until 
the end of flowering. Exec claims to 
have had varieties that would not ripen 
until the light was down to 8 hours. 

Around March 1 the new crop is 
planted. This time he uses either a 
Southern African-Afghani or Mexican 
hybrid. They are replanted around 
March 15 and then, around April Fool's 
Day, they replace the last crop, which is 
ready to be harvested. Exec then cuts 
the plants up and hangs them to dry in 
his starting room, which he now keeps 
dark. He manicures them only after 
they are dry. Exec has a busy schedule 
transplanting the new residents of the 
growing area into 2-gallon pots. He 
keeps the halides on for 13-14 hours 
and then once again he uses his incan- 
descents nightly, this time for two 
weeks, until about April 15, when he 
turns the lights down to 11 hours and 
covers the roof with long shades made 
from agricultural shading material. He 
manually opens and shuts the shades, 
closing them at dusk, as the lights go 
off, and opening them late in the morn- 
ing as the lights come on. In late spring 
he sometimes uses only sunlight during 
the brightest part of the day. 

On May 15 Exec plants another new 
crop. This time it is definitely an 
Afghani-Southern African, which 
flowers at 14-16 hours of light. By June 
15 the Southern African- Mexican hy- 
brid is ready, and the Afghani-Southern 


African are placed in the main garden. 
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Exec grows uniform 
commercial crops, which vary 
according to the season. 

He harvests over 500 plants 
four times each year. 


They are given only a natural-light 
cycle, and the halides supplement the 
natural light only on cloudy days. On 
July 15 they are shaded, to put them 
into harvest cycle, receiving no more 
than 14 hours of light. The plants are 
ready by August 30, and Exec replaces 
them with a Northern Mexican-Kush 
cultivar, or sometimes an Afghani-Kush 
hybrid which he'd planted a month be- 
fore, He uses flashing incandescents 
until September 30, when he lets the 
light cycle drop back to day length. The 
plants are ripe by December 15, a nice 
Christmas cheer. 


EaRoseninal 


Mature bud 


He gets four crops a year and uses a 
minimum of electric light, and is able to 
grow ina large area, arousing few sus- 
picions regarding spinning electric 
meters. 

Exec uses a propane heater during 
the cool months. This enriches the air 
with CO, while providing heat. Other 
times he enriches the air with CO, from 
atank. During the hot months he uses a 
ceiling fan and several high-powered 
window fans, but at times the room 
gets a little too warm for optimal 
growth. Cannabis grows fastest when 
the temperature ranges between the 
60s and 80s. When the temperature 
gets higher, photosynthesis stops; when 
it is lower, photosynthesis slows down. 

Exec has about 500 plants per crop, 
and has no time to water them. Instead, 
he has a drip emitter attached to each 
container, and each day he waters his 
plants by turning on a valve for a few 
minutes. First he tests how much water 
the average plant needs. Then, using a 
simple formula—amount required di- 
vided by flow per hour multiplied by 60 
—he arrives at the number of minutes 
needed for watering. His emitters flow 
at the rate of 1 gallon per hour (gph). If 
the plants require 8 ounces: 8 + 128 x 
60=3.7 minutes. When he is not 
around to take care of things manually, 
he estimates the plant needs and then 
sets his short-term timer, which regu- 
lates a solenoid valve. 

He adds soluble hydroponic nutrients 
and other fertilizers and minerals to the 
water solution several times a month. 

The second garden I visited, minis- 
tered by Elf, was lit totally by halides 
and sodium vapor lamps. Elf's area 


Above: Exec makes sure to place his 
plants close together, insuring little side- 
branching and a big resiny bud on top. 
Each plant is given only two square feet 
of growing area, and yields the desired 
results. Right: Indoor growers from 
Maine to Miami are pioneering a wide 
range of cultivating techniques that have 
got American cannabusiness booming. 


totals about 225 sq. ft., of which 175 
sq. ft. is growing space. He cultivates 
about 80 plants per crop and claims that 
he can grow five to six crops. year, but 
actually works ata more leisurely pace. 

Elf also has a separate starting area. 
He can start a crop every two months, 
using the germination area for about 
one month before setting the plants in 
the main garden. Plants are started in 
2¥s-quart containers and transplanted 
when they are moved to 1%4-gallon 
containers. 

Sometimes he starts from clones, 
which takes longer than starting from 
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seeds, but ultimately less effort since 
there are no males to deal with. Three 
weeks after entering the main growing 
area, the light le is reduced to 13 or 
14 hours from constant. In six weeks 
the plants are ready to harvest 

Equatorial varieties take longer to 
mature, but Elf prefers them to the stuff 
that he sells, so he has a growing room 
for his own stash. It is stocked with 
exotics, 

Elf ventilates the room, using two 


duct fans and open windows which are 
covered to seal in light. CO, is injected 
from a tank into all three rooms from a 
CO, tank ona timer. 

Elf waters his plants by hand, using a 
5-gallon container and a ¥:-gallon 
pitcher, At maturity the plants require 
about ¥ gallon of water every four to 
seven days, depending on temperature. 
This saturates the container and partial- 
ly fills the tray. Each container holds a 
mixture of vermiculite, perlite, Styro- 


foam and foam rubber. Each container 
sits in a saucer to prevent spillage. 
Plants that are bigger than most receive 
extra water between irrigations. Smaller 
plants receive less water each time. 
Watering takes less than an hour. He 
uses a combination of soluble ferti 
ers, and contends that his own urine, 
either fresh or fermented, is the best 
source of nutrients you can use. His 
plants were healthy and had no nutri- 
ent deficiencies. But the taste... [ 
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RAIDERS OF THE LOST GOLD 


PART Ill 


i 


Hot on the trail of the Lost Load, “R” finds himself sidetracked 
by the ever-nubile Susannah—pot party girl and dispenser of 
enormous amounts of her boyfriends cocaine. 


T. story so far: 


The celebrated HIGH TIMES cannabis 
Connoisseur, the intrepid “R," has flown 
down to that city of smuggler intrigue, that 
modern Casablanca, Miami. Hes on a 
mission. A mysterious and seductive 
woman up North has tipped him off that 
something is going on in the palatial Prohi- 
bition-era mansion once known as “Cha- 
teu Forcade,” some intrigue involving the 
legendary champagne of Colombian can- 
nabis named after HiH TiMEs founder 
Tom Forcade. The greatest vintage of gold 
grass ever grown—Chateau Forcade '75. 
But theres something more at stake here. 
The woman has hinted that the fate of the 
Lost Load of Chateau Forcade holdsa clue 
to the still unexplained suicide of Forcade 
four years ago. In our last episode, ‘R’ 
recalled the incident of the acid-freaked 
Viet vet who turned himself into a human 
torchat Chateau Forcade during the weird 
and violent days of the '72 convention. 

When we last left off, ‘R” had just been 
greeted at the door of present-day Chateau 
Forcade by a woman who was there back 
then, a woman who was deeply involved in 
the whole high-level smuggler scene that 
had flourished down there in the roaring 
‘70s. 

(Needless to say, all characters herein 
are fictional and have not the slightest 
resemblance to any smugglers living or 
dead. Even ‘R’ doesn't have the slightest 
resemblance to himself. Only Forcade is 
real. Strange. Mythic. But real.) 


“Hi there, ‘R, long time,” Susannah 
said as she opened the door and leaned 
her body langorously against the frame. 

"You're just in time, though,” she 
said, smiling invitingly. "I had a fight 
with my boyfriend and I've been trying 
to spend all his money and do up all his, 


coke before he gets back. I've been 
going at it for a week and I just realized 
I'm gonna need some help.” 

Oh, Susannah. She was just as I 
remembered her from the night we 
smoked “heart-attack dope” together. 
She was very beautiful, very high and 
very dangerous. 

How beautiful? As I followed her into 
the living room of Chateau Forcade and 
gazed at her curly blond legs and her 
sexy hair, or was it her curly blond hair 
and—whatever—I couldn't help being 
reminded of a line from a Woody Allen 
short story. Maybe it was from “The 
Whore of Mensa.” Anyway, he talks 
about a girl whose erotic appeal was so 
powerful that she could “cause cardiac 
arrest ina yak.” Suddenly I understood. 
I felt myself growing yak hair. As I 
gazed upon Susannah's perfectly faded, 
perfectly filled, classic Florida beach 
girl's faded denim cutoffs, I felt myself 
suffering the first premonitory seizures 
of a full-scale yak attack. She turned 
around in the hallway, stuck a finger 
down her mesh-knit halter top, snared 
a little golden vial and shoved a finger- 
ful of the contents up my nose before I 
could utter a word about my principled 
opposition to ingestion of cocaine 

"Come on in and get a look at my 
major purchase of the day,” Susannah 
said as I felt my cardio-pulmonary sys- 
tem shift into hyper drive. This may not 
have been cocaine. It's possible it could 
have been crushed Indian Ocean pearls 
with some powdered Hope diamond 
thrown in. But it was very good. Even 
for Miami, capital of the cocaine trade, 
it was breathtakingly good. 

Ina glazed state I gazed at the "pur- 
chase” Susannah was pointing out. The 
living-room floor was covered with 


enough deep-sea-diving and under- 
water photography equipment to keep 
Jacques Cousteau. submerged till the 
year 2000. 

“Lwoke up this morning with a new 
idea,” Susannah said. "I'd always want- 
ed to be a photographer, and there's 
nothing more beautiful in the world 
than the tropical fish on the ocean floor 
in the Lesser Antilles. And now I'm 
ready to go.” 

"My God, this must have cost a for- 
tune," I said, looking at the gleam of the 
oxygen tanks, the waterproof 35mm 
movie cameras, the jumble of deep- 
water communications equipment that 
filled the entire grand expanse of the 
Chateau Forcade living room, a huge 
heap of stuff that rose to the level of the 
panoramic tinted glass windows over- 
looking the lawn that led down to the 
chateaus secluded boat dock. 

"It did cost a fortune,” she said, going 
toan antique rolltop desk. "But all I did 
was weigh out a few pounds of hun- 
dreds, go to the best dive shop in town, 
told them to close up and deliver every- 
thing they had in the store by noon.” 

As she was saying this, she managed 
to roll up the rolltop desk, and several 
very heavy bales of hundred-dollar bills 
in bulk tumbled out. 

"When I'm spending my boyfriend's 
money—the bastard—I like to buy ev- 
erything, ship it home and then de- 
cide what I really need at my leisure,’ 
she explained. 

I looked at the brick-sized bundles 
of unwashed—unlaundered—hundred- 
dollar bills. 

“Uh, who's your boyfriend?" asked. 
‘Then I instantly regretted asking. "Uh, 
maybe I don't want to know," I said, 
sensing danger. I had known couple of 
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BUY FACTORY DIRECT 
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Law 


provides 50% more square feet of growing space than units 
costing up to $199. Molded from fiberglass resin, the GREAT 
AMERICAN POT comes complete with pump and nutrients. The 
under-reservoir design eliminates the need to elevate the growing 
chambers, thus saving a foot of growing height lost with other 
designs. It also eliminates the need to build platforms. The 1 V2 x 4 
foot dimensions allow the fullest use of the 10’ x 10’ growing 
area served by most halide lights, yet leaves adequate aisle space 
Provided in green, unless otherwise specified 

Other colors available on request at no extra 

THE GREAT AMERICAN POT CO. 

R.R. 1, Box 177, Sioux City, lowa 51108 Phone (712) 239-4370 


to tend your plants. 
charge, but allow seven days extra for delivery. Price’ $ 1 2 5 


her past boyfriends. And regretted it. 

“That's right, ‘R/ you surely don't 
want to know. But don't worry—you 
won't have to meet him, he's still down, 
in Bolivia, and we'll be far out to sea 
before he gets back. Have you ever 
gone down two hundred feet? A French 
diver taught me how. He taught me 
some other things too. Have you ever 
made love that far down?" 

Her eyes glazed with some memory 
that gave her face an expression that 
might have felled whole herds of yaks. 

"I get the bends just thinking about 
it,” she murmured. “Hey,” she said, 
snapping out of whatever obscene rev- 
erie was occupying her clouded mind, 
and noticing my stricken expression, 
"Loosen up, 'R! The boat I chartered 
won't be here for twelve hours, and I've 
got to weigh out some more pounds of 
hundreds and do up a humongous pile of 
mother-of-pearl Peruvian. Like I said, 
you came just in time to help. Here,” 
she said, fishing out that little gold can- 
ister nestling in the nether reaches of 
her halter top. "Stick this rock under 
your tongue and help me try on these 
five different dive suits I got.” 

Before I could protest—I'm not say- 
ing I was gonna protest, but before I had 
a chance to—she stuck a pearl the size 
and shape of one of her nipples under 
my tongue. This is a size-shape com- 
parison I am able to make with some 
authority because she had just whipped 
off her cutoffs and halter and was frol- 
icking happily among the luminescent- 
ly colored dive suits with all the be- 
witching and twitching grace of an ex- 
otic tropical fish. 

“Oh, by the way,” she said, looking 
up from the mountain of diving gear 
with a merry glint in her eyes. "I know 
you still like Colombian gold better 
than any other drug, and my boyfriend 
just happens to have the best in the 


world. I think it's out in the kitchen. 
Remember the last time we got high 
together? That heart-attack weed?" 

How could I forget? It was probably 
the single most shocking and frighten- 
ing episode in the Connoisseur's entire 
history of smoking grass. 

Heart-attack grass. It happened right 
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Forcade himself had somehow become 
established as the presiding genius— 
if not the owner of record—of Cha- 
teau Forcade. The owner of record, 
I later learned, was a Swiss corpora- 
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tion chartered on Grand Cayman Is- 
land. The mortgage deed was held in 
a safe-deposit box in Bebe Rebozoss Flor- 
ida bank—a little black-humor touch 
typical of Forcade. 

“When I launder money,” he'd once 
said, “I like to send out to the best 
cleaners." He'd claimed he'd run into a 
Howard Hughes operative stashing ca- 
sino-skim in the basement of Rebozos 
bank the same day he'd stashed his first 
kilo of hundreds from the Colombian 
trade down there. 

The heart-attack-dope episode took 
place at the height of the first full flush 
of the “Roaring ‘70s’ Colombian gold 
rush down in Miami. When the place 
was wide open to independent opera- 
tors, international crooks and con men, 
young teenage millionaires from Geor- 
gia looking to be the new Joe Kennedys 
of pot prohibition, yachtsmen, beach 
bums, boat boys, boat girls, Palm Beach 
socialite girls who had run off for the 
lure of high-level smuggling intrigue 
and the glamour of the daring pilots 
who fought a kind of countercultural 
Battle of Britain in the skies over the 
Caribbean to bring the stuff in. 

Susannah was one of these, the black- 
sheep youngest daughter of Palm Beach 
wealth who ran off with a pilot when 
she was 16. He crashed. She stayed high. 

They were all there that night back in 
‘74 when Tom Forcade walked in with 
two of his toughest-looking hirelings, 
switched off the loud music and said he 
had an announcement to make. 

There was a little party going on at 
the time, and the dozen or so people in 
the living room were more or less high 
from the big open bale of pale gold 
ganja that someone had split open on 
the living-room floor. As I remember it, 
Susannah and I were more or less un- 
clothed—she more, me less—and we 
were more or less playing chess—me 
more, she less. Her current boyfriend— 
a Cuban exile karate instructor who 
had more or less cornered the coke 
trade in “Little Havana" before he was 
murdered a year later—was lounging 
indulgently in the chaise longue out by 
the pool, confident (as he had every 
right to be) that no one would dare lay a 
finger on the exquisitely tanned skin of 
Susannah unless they had a perverse 
desire to be used as chum for sand 
sharks on his next machine-gun boat 
raid on Havana. And so Susannah and I 
played chess, the other half-dozen of 
the nascent smuggler aristocracy played 
Lynyrd Skynyrd, the Allmans and, of 
course, Jimmy Buffet, and seemed to 
be snorting the gross national product 
of several provinces of Peru. 
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Introductory Offer! 
100 Free 


with order of 1000 


STIMULANT 


CAFFEINE 
PHENYPROPANOLAMINE 


EXPIRES 3/31/82 


FRESHLY PACKED-HIGHEST QUALITY 


STIMULANTS 
and 


DIET AIDS 


$6-8 per 100 $35-40 per 1000 


WRITE OR CALL FOR FREE BROCHURE: 


Health Industries, Inc. 
534 Elmont Rd., Elmont, NY 11003 
516-488-2282 


NAME 
CITY STATE 


zip PHONE ( 


Now Spiral Bound — 
MARIJUANA GROWER'S GUIDE 
Ma 


18 Grower's Gulde by Mel Frank and Ed Rosenthal is the most, 
Suvances, most complete guide to growing For the smallest oF largest 
Seale grower ‘Sections on indoor and outdoor cultivation, breeding, 
ting, sinsemila, drying, curing and Cannabis botany and chemistry 
i'you everything you need to Know to grow crop after crap of primo 
3 Indoors oF out. Contains 380 pages, introduction by KeitN Stroup, a 
Sramate 16-page color section, and over 150 b/w photos. Oiscioses 
Secrets of master grass farmers. Oetailed instructions for supplying and 
Curing a constant flow of superior quality smoke, S495 


Also Available 


Sinsemilla by Richardson and Woods Beautiful photographic study 
ofthe changing mythms of the mariuana plat. Tells now to grow yout 
20 lull-color photographs. 96 pages $1295, 


132 Ways to Earn 9 Living Without Working for Someone Els 
Rosenthal and Lichty” Ifyou job is @ drag, you need this book. Shows, 
everything You need to become independent, 300 pages $5.95 


Marijuana Botany by Robert Connell Clark 
ment researchers anc master Calornia growers. Details on propagation 
Eicloning, breeding & hybridizing, sexing & sinsemilia techniques. The 


Information trom govern 


‘newest Book on cultivation. 220 pages $795 


‘The Sinsemilla Techniquey Kayo _ Insightful discription of the method 
‘and evolution of Sinsemila Detailed decriptions of effects of stress 
ierocimates, hybridizing to improve quality and yields, propagation 
techniques to increase yield and profit. Presents inside information from 
Cultivators. and law enforcement olficials on concealment ang security 
Beautitel tyw anc color photos of sinsemila gardens farms and greene 
houses from throughout the US 134 $0.95 


Marijuana Grower's Gulde T-shirts & jerseys — Limited edition 4 color “Grow American’ design. Hand sik 
Screened on 100% cotton USA made shirts Seautiful ~ you'll ove'em! S.ML XU T-shirt $7.95/Jersey $14.95 


‘Add $1.00 postage and handling. Calit residents add 6% sales tax. SAVE! Order 2 oF more items and we pay 
‘the postage Order 3 or more items and deduct $2.00 from your oder QUICK TRADING CO. Dept HBS, 
PO Box 477, San Francisco, GA'9410) Wholesale inquiries invited. Send $1.00 (retuncable with Tst 
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CALL TOLL FREE NATIONWIDE 
Serving you since 1976. 


"98 by phone ($20 minimum phone order) 
‘VISA & MosterCharge Only or vend check 


INEED NEW ID?...CREDIT? 
START LIFE OVER! HERE'S HOW: 


* Create newname, change age « Get “AAA credit In 30 days, 

+ Cover negative records even If: New In area, Divorced, 
* Getdiplomas. degrees Bankrupt. or Have No Credit 

* Find better-paying Jobs + Loans up to $3,000 — with no 
* Change citizenship questions asked 


* Disappear perfectly — + Clear present bad credit 
Reappear undetected + Getall kinds of credit cards 

+ Return from “exile” + Beat debtswithoutbankruptcy 

+ Secrets of fingerprinting + Increasing credit limits 

* CreatenewldentitywithGovt.- + Yourrightsunderalltherecent 
Issued ID: Birth certificates, “Credit Acts” 
SSN, Drivers licenses, + Inside credit bureaus 
Passports, State ID * Clever credit maneuvers 

* PLUS much, much more In » Inside “pro” secrets In 


CREDIT! $7.95) 


32.00 0. 
$5.00 0. 


only $19.950) 


THE PAPER TRIP 1 $12.950) 


Don't} “100 Ways to Disappear and Live Free” 
Miss: $ “How to Beat the Bill Collector” 


SPECIAL OFFER—ALL FOUR BOOKS 


Total amount of tems checked s conten) 

Callf. residents add 6% Sales Tax: s Book Catalog | 

[your _; Regutar Postage and Shipping o FRE | 
Choice | FirstClass Malling = Ginseng 


TOTALOFORDER $_ 


2a ea oe aes DE ee 
I D Send book catalog only. Here's $1.00 (refundable). 
Elsen 


I NAME. 

-Yaat ADDRESS. 
Serf Cry. STATE, ZIP. 
Mail to: EDEN PRESS ¢?.O. Box 8410-HT Fountain Valley, CA 92708 
All orders paid by check are held 2-3 weeks for bank clearing. 
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But everything stopped when Tom 
arrived and said he had an announce- 
ment to make. In the upper reaches 
of the smuggling realm, when Tom 
spoke he never had to raise his voice 
It was like E.F. Hutton about to pro- 
nounce upon a debenture. Like El Exi- 
gente about to tell an entire town in 
Colombia whether he liked their coffee 
or if they could go stuff it and starve. 
In that realm, Tom was El Exigente. 
‘And, in fact, that day he was wearing 
one of those El Exigente cream-colored 
ice-cream suits that Palm Beach gentry 
and devil-may-care pot pilots favored 
that season. 

"Pardon the interruption,” Tom said 
in his characteristic wry deadpan tone, 
“but I happen to have a certain kind of 
cannabis here which you all might find 
amusing." He paused, then added, "In 
fact, it might be said to have some his- 
toric significance.” 

Tom maintained his deadpan de- 
meanor, but his two henchmen found 
this last statement too much to take 
in with a straight face. They cracked 
up into gleeful cackles, only half sup- 
pressed when Tom shot them an angry 
glance. The henchmen were the usual 
sort Tom was hanging out with down 
there in those days. One wasa tall pilot 
with an artificial hand. Some say his 
right hand had been burned off on the 
melting joystick of a surplus B-25 cargo 
plane that went down in flames with 
two tons of punta roja weed from La 
Guajira in the cargo bay. Others say 
the hand was chopped off because his 
thumbprint might have linked some 
extremely wealthy Cuban exiles to a 
safe-deposit box in the Bahamas that 
neither the IRS nor the Bay Street boys 
were supposed to know about. He was 
a happy-go-lucky fellow who died mys- 
teriously and unluckily shortly before 
Tom's suicide. The other henchman 
was a fat teenaged kid from Athens, 
Georgia, who later became famous for 
five minutes when his Continental was 
pulled over on the Key West causeway 
and the traffic cop found a suitcase with 
$1.8 million in hundreds casually piled 
up in the back seat. 

Anyway, the henchmen were gig- 
gling away about the “historic signif- 
icance" of the grass Tom stopped the 
party to speak of, and we all became 
kind of curious. After all, this was a 
crowd that had seen just about every- 
thing there was to see, smoked every- 
thing there was to smoke in the world 
of cannabis, What could possibly im- 
press them? Still, when Tom said some- 
thing was “amusing,” much less “his- 
toric," everyone sat up and took notice. 


He tossed a few slim ice-pick-shaped 
joints onto the carpet of the living room, 
and Susannah wiggled her way into the 
sudden mass lunge for these "historic” 
joints and wiggled out with one that she 
‘brought back to our chessboard. It had 
been a desultory game of chess so far— 
an unspeakably dull variation of the 
Ruy Lopez that left the board con- 
gested, and barren of mating attacks, 

Mating attacks. Yes, I thought to my- 
self as I watched the beautiful Susan- 
nah with that golden Veronica Lake 
perm falling over her eye light up one 
of the mystery joints. I was thinking of 
devious ways to cause the accidental 
death of her boyfriend when, with a 
jolt, I felt myself staring into the face of 
death myself. 

So was everyone else in the room 
who'd gotten more than two puffs of 
this allegedly “amusing” grass into their 
system. 

Do you know those scenes in emer- 
gency-room TV dramas, when the 
medics apply the huge electric cardiac 
shocker to the dying patient's chest ina 
last-chance try to jump start the failing 
heart? Do you know the way the bodies 
will suddenly jump up off the gurney 
beds when they receive that jolt—pow- 
erful enough to bring the already clin- 
ically dead back to life? Well, that liv- 
ing room in Chateau Forcade suddenly 
looked like a mass cardiac-shock ward. 
Everybody had jumped to attention 
and was practically wired to the ceiling 
by the power of this grass. It wasn't just 
strong, it was terrifyingly strong. I saw 
red, as if the thing had shot so much 
blood to my brain it was coming out my 
eyes. Everyone else seemed to be sud- 
denly standing up or hopping around, 
speechless with horror and amazement 
at the power of this pot. Everyone ex- 
cept Tom, He was smoking away, too. 
Puffing away like a smokestack. Same 
stuff, but as usual, Tom was showing 
very little outward effect. The hench- 
men were still rolling on the floor laugh: 
ing their heads off. 

Finally I managed to stammer out a 
question. Ever the conscientious Con- 
noisseur, I wanted to remember the 
name of this stuff before I blacked out. 

"Oh, this stuff, 'R/” said Tom dis- 
missively, “Just some ‘ice-pick Mich- 
cacan. It has its moments. As a matter 
of fact, this was the very stuff our friend 
Billy was smoking the moment he got 
his fatal heart attack." 

At the mention of the name Billy, 
everyone else in the room froze. I didn't 
freeze. I was already flash-frozen, my 
entire consciousness reduced to a tiny 
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Porcelain $45.00 


or Money Order 


Allow 3 weeks for 
delivery if paid by check 


Pa. residents 


include 6% sales tax. 


Canadian residents 


include $2.50 for shipping. 


Size 7" x7" x 248" 


Dealer Inquiries Invited 


A Work of Art 
that can be smoked 


D RFLY 


POST OFFICE BOX 636 
FORT WASHINGTON, PA. 19084 


Mosaic Pipes 


These fine, exotic 
pipes are 
individually set 
with turquoise, 
jet, mother of 
pearl and 
serpentine into an 
elegant vermilion 


we . 
Handcrafted in 
New Mexico, 
each pipe is both 
unique and 
distinctive in 
design. 


Send check or money order (no cash) to HIGH 
TIMES PRODUCTS, PO. Box 1414, Ansonia Station, 
New York, NY 10023. 


Rush me one-of.akind pipe(s). | am enclos- 
ing$ 5 each plus$.75 postage and handling per order. 
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Address 
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New York State residents please add sales tax. Please allow 6-8 weeks for 
delivery. Money orders significantly speed delivery. 383 
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THE MOST OUTRAGEOUS IMAGES 


YOU AND YOUR FRIENDS WILL LOVE THESE SELECT NOTE CARDS. 


3. FUCK YOU. 


10. DROP ME A LINE. 


HIGHEST QUALITY 
NOTE CARDS FOR THE 
RIGHT CONNECTION — 
YOUR FRIENDS WILL 
LOVE THESE 
OUTRAGEOUS IMAGES 
FROM NEW YORK’S 


TOP GRAPHIC HOUSES. 
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LETTUCE 


OPIUM 


PLUS 
=e 


THE 
ULTIMATE 

SMOKING PLEASURE 

———— 
Our special cold procassed lettuce opium 
retains all the natural goodness of the 
lactucarium. Lettuce Opium Plus is a 
fine herbal blond completely saturated 
with Lettuce Opium making it the main 
Ingredient. The blend consists of Lettuce. 
Opium, Passion Flower and Lobelia. We. 
are proud of our product and stand 
behind it. You will be 100% pleased. 


$10 FOR 7 GRAMS 


For Fast and Immediate Service send 
a Bank or Postal Money Order. 


a ! 
The 2nd Best 
Thing to Come 
In a Baggie 
..and it won't cost 
you an arm and alid! 

It you tke ta party. you like games. you 
like comix..then why don't you have a BONGO 
BONGO™ of your own? 

People anywhere are playing BONGO BONGO™ 
~ Senate leaders. clergymen, presidents of 


large corporations ~ people like YOU. And why 
are YOU buying this board game? 
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MARY JANE’S PRODUCTS, INC. 
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THIS BUG COULD DESTROY YOUR BUSINESS!! 
Save it with THE PERSONAL 


PRIVACY PROTECTOR 


The Personal Privacy Protector: 

© Finds electronic bugs in just seconds 

© Even verifies an eavesdropping device 

@ Is the same high quality used by professionals 

© s ultra-miniaturized, pocket-sized, portable 

@ Is usable anytime, anywhere 

© Allows you to perform a quick electronic “sweep” 
every time you enter aroom 

PROTECT YOUR BUSINESS — PROTECT YOURSELF! 

Send $25.00 for a catalog and special report on how to protect 

yourself against BUGGING and WIRETAPPING. Also inquire 

‘about telephone privacy systems, bomb detectors, lie detectors, 

tape recorder detectors, electronic vehicle tracking systems, 

infrared nite viewers, bullet proof vests and cars. 


Anti-Bugging Anti-Wiretapping Corp. of America 
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SOLID BRONZE PROFESSIONAL 
WALLET BADGES 


Heavy solid bronze for lifetime wear. Used by 
thousands of professional investigators and de 
tectves al ver the word: $4.95 each 


9203-8 
8203-8 Private 
Private Detective 
International S495 
Investrgator 

35 


4303.4 
Special 
Investigator 
$4.95 


Regulation Badge Case. Display your badge 
in an official manner $4.95. 
Send name, address & style # desired: print plainly 
No\¢.0.0's. Add 50 for postage & handling. 
SAVE: ANY TWO ITEMS $9.95. 
FREE WITH ORDERS ONLY — Catalog of police and 
detective equipment. Unusual items 
POLICE EQUIPMENT CO., Dept. 0000 
7471 Melrose Avo., Los Angeles, CA 90046 


PSYCHEDELIC 
CHEMISTRY 


PSYCHEDELIC CHEMISTRY 
by Michael Valentine Smith 
5% x 8%, 204 pp, illustrated, soft cover. 
The best and most complete book 
ever written on how to manufacture 
drugs! Out-of-print for years, now 
available again in a completely 
revised and updated edition. THC, 
Magic Mushrooms, Mescaline, Har- 
maline, Muscimole, LSD, Cocaine, 
and much, much more! Use the 
handy coupon below to order your 
copy today -- you will be very 
pleased, 


‘compat 
PO Box 1197 Pl. Townsend, WA 96368, 
Please send me copies of PSYCHEDELIC 
CHEMISTRY. | enclose $14.95 + $2.00 postage & 
angling for each copy. 

Name 
Agar 
City = 
State_________ Zip Code 


EXOTIC UNTREATED 
GARDENING SEED AND CACTUS 


* BABY WOODROSE SEEDS (ARGYREIA NERVOSA| 
2 Grams (20 Seeds) 1/2 Oz, (140 Seeds) 1 Ox 


2. Oz 
17.00 $27.00. $45.00 
* MORNINGLORY SEEDS (IPOMOEA VIOLACEA) 
18 Grams (540 Seeds) V4 Lb. V2 Lb, 1 Lb 
$3.00 $13.00 $2300 $38.00 
HOPS SEED (HUMULUS LUPULUS) 
4 Packs (400 Seeds) 12 Packs 24 Packs 
$3.00 $7.95 $13.95 
* SAN PEDRO CACTUS (TRICHOCEREUS PACHANO!) 
5 in. Cutting $8.00 10 in. Cutting $15.00 
Historical and Gardening information included! 


SEEDS, TEAS, MASSAGE OILS, T-SHIRTS, INCENSE, POTPOURRI, CRYSTAL PRISMS, 
‘CLUB CIGARETTE PAPERS AND MORE — SEND $1.00 FOR NEW CATALOGUE 
» NOT FOR SALE TO MINORS! FAEE ONYX STIGK INCENSE HOLDER WITH $20 ORDER. 
ALL PRICES INCLUDE POSTAGE AND HANDLING! M.O. OR CASH GETS 1 DAY PROCESSING! 
‘TEXAS RESIDENTS ADD 6% SALES TAX 
M.0., CHECK OR CASH = SWAMP FOX HERBS, P.O. BOX 53105, AUSTIN, TEXAS 78764 


COCAINE TEST BOOK 
Everything you always 
wanted to know, but 
didn’t know who to ask! 


CRYSTAL 
INCENSE 


Contains Procaine HCL. 
WARNING:I1 inhaled or 
ingested, may cause 
stimulation, excitement 
or otner toxic reaction. 
Not intended for drug 
use. Void where pro- 
hibited by law. 


$4.95 250 


BASE-0-CAIN 
OUR AMAZING NEW IN 
CENSE! 


14.93.2500 


CULTIVATION 


The Complete Growing Guide 


$4.95 


Send Your Order To: 
REAL CONCEPTS, BOX 30554, 
Seattle, WA 98103 
Phone Orders: (206)782-8977 
*Price list of hard-to-find exotic products sent 
with fist order. 
“Minimum $5.Visa/MC/COD. Money order for 
fastest delivery. Add $1 shipping & handling 
“Dealer inquires welcome. 


500 Fertile Seeds! 


$4.95 % 
SPECIAL! 
BOOK & SEEDS 


ony $7.95, 
ULTRACAINE 


The Ultimate Incense! 


$9.95 11 9: 


HAWAIIAN WOOD ROSE, LOOK-ALIKES & DRUGS 
OF DECEPTION, VALIUM:& LIBRIUM — All this 
and more witha 1983 subscription to the quarterly 


JOURNAL OF PSYCHOACTIVE DRUGS 


Dependable, Authoritative, Current Research, International 
in scope, Straight information, Widely recognized 

CO Please send additional information. 

C 1983 Subscription to the JOURNAL Of PSYCHO- 
ACTIVE DRUGS @ $40/calendar year each in North 
America, chéck or money order enclosed. 

Send to: JOURNAL Of PSYCHOACTIVE DRUGS, 
409 Clayton St., San Francisco, CA 94417 


Now you can purchase rolling 
Paper, pipes, clips, snuff 
supplies, bongs, and much, 
much more through our mail 
order catalog. 

Send $3.00 for our catalog 


and receive 4 FREE packs 
of rolling papers. 


FANTASY HIGHLAND 
P.O. Box 1271 Dept. H 
Northbrook, II. 60062 


or Credit Card Holders Call 312/966-7878 


HIGH TIMES CLASSIFIEDS 


WANTED 


Roommate for girl 18, Nightly 


Parties. Write: S. COHN, clo Heb- 
ner, Rte. 17M, Chester, NY 10918. 


Employment formale 35 years 
old. No experience, no pref 
erences. Write: P.O. Box 12808, 
Memphis, TN 38112 


Antique items—Sleds, Pins, 
Statues, Pillows. Reply Box 388, 
Rte. 5, DeLand, FL 38221. 


COLLECTIBLES 


Gargoyles, Dragons and Gro- 
tesques. Fantasy Sculpture catalog 
$1, THE PROP DEPT, Box 1607: 
HT, Toms River, NJ 08753. 


Cocaine Ointment Relieves 
Piles! Great reproduction of orig 
inal newspaper advertisement 
Ideal for framing. $5. CAPE ANN 
ANTIQUES, PO. Box 3502, Pea- 
body, ME 01960. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Free Caine Incense or Herbal 
High Time Tea Sample. Call (207) 
562-8363. Void where prohibited. 


Coolest Biker's Club going. 
Bar, headshop tats and more 


S.A\S.E., HEBNER, Rte. 17M, 
Chester, NY 10918. 
Will hide your past! Forget 


debts, child support and other 
problems! Free details. NU-WAY 
PUBLISHING, P.O. Box 919, 
Dept. B-18(H), Ypsilanti, M148197. 


Looking for R’n’R disk jockey 
who will play my songs. Send 
name, address and call letters to: 
L. CHANGES, 221 E. 2nd St. (Apt 
28), New York, NY 10009. 


‘Assholes Unite! Be proud of 
what you are. Join the interna 
tional Assholes Club. Send $4 for 
credentials to: SEC ENTERPRISES, 
Box923, Poughkeepsie, NY 12602. 


Grow Great Pot, GreenThumb 
or Not! 1983 Ist edition, $7.95. 
FLOWERPOT, P.O. Box 1647, 
Orinda, CA 94563. 6-8 weeks 
delivery. 


Powerful, tasty herb-wine 
from your leaf! A killer! Recipe, 
instructions, special hints $7. H. 
FIEDERER, P.O. Box 659, Paia, 
Maui, HI 96779. 


Lanp, SEA & AIR 


Commercial Pilot, Long Range 
Aircraft, P-O. Box 15064, Minne- 
apolis, MN 55415, (612) 341-2353 
MIKE 


5¢ Psychedelics, details $1. 
NATURE'S WAY, P.O. Box 962, 
Orlando, FL 32802, 


51 Willys Station Wagon. Orig- 
inal—excellent condition. Asking 
$3500. Contact J.C. clo TH.C., 17 
W. 60 St, New York, NY 10023. 


Hawaiian Bud's Maui Wowie 
Grower's Guide Complete, only 
$5.95. Send to: HAWAIIAN BUD, 
P.O. Box 1307, Kihei, Maui, HI 
96753. 


‘Texas/New Mexico—Special- 
ized Mobile Aviation Refueling AV 
Gas, Jét Fuel Other Aviation Ser- 
vices, FRONTERA ENTERPRIS- 
ES, El Paso, TX, (915) 581-4639, 


Rea Estate 


Hawaiian Paradise: 100-acre 
tropical dreamland. Rivers, large 
waterfalls, wild fruit, private 
secluded borders, deep soil, un 
limited national forest. Twelve 
month growers mecca. $299,000. 
NARA HARI (808) 595-4298/(808) 
595-3947. 


Remote Appalachian valleys, 
carefully chosen. Richly wooded 
unfrequented, with restrictable 
entry, good soil, ete, 190-acre val 
ley: $78,000 cash. 272-acre valley: 
$125,000 cash. Buyer must show 
genuine ecological interest as well. 
‘THE COUNTRY TECHNICIANS, 
109 Morgan St., Winchester, VA 
22601, (703) 667-1075. 


Remote 40acresin proven Nor- 
thern California location. Good sun 
and water. $90,000. Terms. Dis: 
count for cash. (707) 542-2525. 


Need first-hand accounts of 
LSD trips experienced at the Fill- 
more in late ‘60slearly 70s for re 
search paper. Write in detail to: 
LUCY clo this mag. 


To petition for a national holi- 
day on October 9th, the day John 
Lennon was born, writeto: PEACE 
DAY, c/o NEW-FM, 655 3rd Ave, 
New York, NY 10017, 


‘Miami is just one port now, all 
roads lead to the Apple. Contact: 
TOMATOES CALIENTES CON: 
CEPTUAL MGMT & CONSUL- 
TATION. 214% Wash. Ave., Carl- 
stadt, NJ 07072. 


Need credit? Get MasterCard, 
others, w/nocredit check. Guaran 
teed! Simple, legal. Plus other cred- 
it secrets. Free details! INFLA 
TION REPORTS, HIA, P.O. Box 
60148, Los Angeles, CA'90060. 
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Humboldt County California 
—we have thousands of acres for 
sale, Need I say more? Send $3 for 
catalog to HERRERA REAL ES- 
TATE, #254th Street, Eureka, CA, 
(707) 442-2142. 


MERCHANDISE 


Attention Growers! Weed-free 
Gardening plus 87% greater 
yields! No chemicals, smallspaces, 
containers. LEXIGROW, P.O. Box 
1491, Dept. HT-3, Indianapolis, IN 
46206. 


Vitamin Power Free Catalog 
NORTHERN PHARMACEUTT- 
CAL, P.O. Box 978, Davisville, RI 
028: 


Mushroom Compost—pre- 
pasteurized. Grain jars, filter disks. 
Send stamped envelope to: CGS, 
Inc., PO. Box 722, Bryn Mawr, PA 
19010. 


Explore the world of magic 
mushrooms. Grow yourown from 
Psilocybe cubensis mycellium $12 
per tube, culture kits $25, catalog 
25¢. Satisfaction guaranteed 
SCHROOMERS, R.R. 2, Box 732, 
Florence, WI 54121 


College students! Improve 
your grades. Send $1 for your 356- 
page term paper catalog. 10,250 
available. Box 25916-], Los Ange- 
les, CA 90025. (213) 477-8226, 


PERSONALS 


Chee-Chee — Thanks fordrop- 
ing the bomb on me. It was 
a heavenly apocalypse. Always, 
CHARLES 


Binnie — You're just like your 
chocolates: sweet, dark and delec- 
table. Send me a box. Love, DOC 
TORC 


Wanted: Dynamic femalesinger 
to front new conceptual art/ 
rock group. Send resumé, photo 
and cassette to RATSO MUSIC, 
INC., P.O. Box 280, Village Station, 
NY loo14 


Exotic Used Panties. Specify 
Blonde, Brunette or Redhead. 
Sealed in plastic with personal 
erotic note. Send name, address 
and $15.95 to: FRAGRANT DE- 
LECTO, Box #744, Makawao, HI 
96768. 


BEHIND Bars 


“Needs a Friend.” Wanted, 
caring individuals to correspond. 
Please write: A.J. LAURICELLA 
#136671, P.O. Box 69, London, OH 
43140-0069. 


White brother pulling time. 
Seeks those who are interested 
in friendship, and perhaps a last- 
ing family. Not someone to “pan- 
handle” off of. Race is open and 
it’sin the heart, sister. Ifinterested 
write: BRYAN ALSWORTH, PCC! 
#113308/C.2, State Farm, VA 23160. 


Manin prison, age 28—Lonely, 
like tomeet anyone whoisas lone- 
ly as Lam: JAMES A. CARR, Box 
607, Carson City, NV 89702-0607. 


1am presently serving a sen- 
tence of 5-15. I'm from the Dayton 
area; people in Springfield know 
meas “Snake.” | would like to hear 
from all you sexy, sweet, smokin’ 
mamma bears across the,nation. 
‘Age is of little consequence. Write: 
STEPHEN L. DANIELS, P.O. Box 
57, #165-308, Marion, OH 43302. 


Young man, age 30, in prison, 
with no family or friends who care. 
Would like to hear from anyone to 
help me lose my loneliness. Please 
write: ROYAL WILCOX, N.S.P. 
#13373, P.O. Box 607, Carson City, 
NV 89702-0607. 


My name is Eli LaPorte, and 
Tam doing time in Sing-Sing. lam 
‘TALL (62"), dark and handsome; 
and its God's truth. Write: ELI 
LAPORTE, 82-A-2444, Block-A. 
J108, Sing-Sing, 


Seeking young, nubile female 
for skin destruction. You too can 
be a star/scar. Contact: SPIDER 
WEBB STUDIOS, Woodstock, NY 
12498, No fatties please. 


Willing to swap vintage Lothar 
and the Hand People album for a 
trip around the world with a WJF. 
Countries most interested in are 
France, England and Greece. High: 
heeled black patent leather shoes 
and slight mustache a must. Con- 
tact IRA G., Ansonia Station, New 
York, NY. 


Willy ou toilet-train me? Regu- 
lar two-ply guy looking for bowel 
blasting good time with like 
minded female. Six feet tall 
college gradand can holduptotwo 
quarts of warm, soapy water. 
Please contact JAY MEKKLES, 
P.O. Box 116, New York, NY 
10023. 


Lonely black man, 25, 160 
pounds, PISCES, and I wish tocor- 
respond with intelligent, under: 
standing female. Age and color do 
not matter. Alll letters will be an- 
swered. Photo exchange possi: 
ble. Please write: Mr. KEITH A. 
MOORE, 4161-698, P.O. Box 57, 
Marion, OH 43302, 


Lonely born loser would like 
to correspond with anyone. Will 
answer all letters. A HiGH Times 
reader: DAVE M. MCGEE, 161-099, 
P.O. Box 511, Ohio State Penn 
Columbus, OH 43216, 


White lonely (incarcerated) 

Southern Christian gentleman 

seeks serious correspondence 

with lady of same. Will answer all 

replies. SAM LOBRANO, 154-931, 
). Box 57, Marion, OH 43302 


WEIGH ‘® FACTS V.D. or HERPES? 
INFECTED 
MERCHANDISE DONT 86 CAUOHT SHORT MILLIONS WILL BE I 
Used Leg Warmers — Young ey iP 8Ea UALS tai Wes Well tel Eines Omer f 
ballerina, works up heavy rehears- QM SEER SLA NOWL FREE INFORMATION 
al sweat, mucho calf odor. Each cepa tas CEG OU EAC bepederorepe Lorgiena aS 
warmer certified with ballet acad- ees acces ete Sasy tee Lor ‘romeltner * 
emy stamp. Serious leg-warmer Ane cur VERS TE TOE VENEREAL OIBEASE oc HERPES > 
freaks only, inquire for prices by naa Se erate Ces ere petare Dae ee ae by 
writing PIROUETTE, clo THC. eat taes frases roe Don't Walt Unt ts ee Latet 
17 W. 60th St, New York, NY pester orearon [Lohse sporor one 
10023. Renee) cedantey INFORMATION Todey! 
oar [osleiesSS2eb  BIO-TECH Pharmaceuticals 
oy sa et Tie and at rte 9 
5 SPARSE] rs seme os nor moc uancen [220% 3539 525 
MISCELLANEOUS SSEREI S| ime a somes oo, vers [OSS 25622 CORSE Oe 
5 SPL EECF TA accunate wm ounces amo crews [OSES SS OT 
Roaches Have Feelings! Ma: 25520484] Go tmn sass ctw con ma. Polo oe eset cose seecanrente Tee 
‘on Washington to demand legi Td omeers So aus (ile ite davon ones tie sane 
tion making it a federal offense to feted A tee Sedet a lets Sau nsete atiaet cee 
kill roaches. We demand an end to Paes sec SSeE asin eC caen ts aoa k ese har ely 
the indiscriminate crushing, poi easter E.T.0.[ cece sybase eet 
soning, Roach Hoteling, Black Bee hares P.O. Box 211 aa 
Flaggingand generalmistreatment para tit $9.98 ny i : 
of cockroaches! End psychological veare? Luray, Va. 22835 Kaniper Pharmaceutical 
warfare against roaches! Roat hes Se: Ha Having un Tneashoy Haductin 8 
are living creatures, with feelings, ean 
sensations and, yes, even minimal So seran Backyard Growers , 
intelligence! MARCH FOR wna eityad] Give Company nas researched, Be erence 
ROACH RIGHTS ca ithy the SELL to grow in your backyard with For FREE Samples CALL 
in MERICAN COCR: UN LS < 271 out Halides or hydroponics. 207-562-8363 
ROACH PRESERVATION SOCI ELSA TaD Greater Security—Complete 
ETY, White House lawn, Wash. ALAA AL blvcprnts Send $595 t0 Giys 
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The HIGH TIMES Classified Reaches Over 2 Million People Each Month. 
Whether Your Message is for Business or Pleasure, 
put it in HIGH TIMES for Maximum Resutts. 


RATES : 


‘One time ad: $4.00/word G 5 Gg 
Discount for contracts: 
Three consecutive ads 

Six consecutive ads $3.50/word 
Twelve consecutive ads $3.25/word 


CLASSIFIED DISPLAY 


$125 per column inch 
Column width is 1%/, inches. 
Discount for contracts: 
Three consecutive ads 

Six consecutive ads $105/inch 
‘Twelve consecutive ads $95/inch as 
All display ads must be delivered camera-ready. 


TO ORDER 


MINIMUM AD IS TEN WORDS 
Post Office Box #'s and telephone #’s count as two words each. 
All ads must be typewritten. 

ALL ADVERTISING MUST BE 

FULLY PAID IN ADVANCE WITH 

CHECK OR MONEY ORDER, NO CASH. 

Ad will appear 60 to 90 days after receipt 

Allads are accepted at the discretion of the Publisher. 

Call for Advertising Acceptability Policy (212-974-1990) 

Mail to: HiGH Times Classified 

17 West 60th Street, New York, N'Y. 10023 


$3.75/word 


$115/inch 


ca 


7 39 


Cost of Ad: a 


words at per word = 
Payment must be enclosed with order. 
(Check or money order only, please.) 


‘Total. 


Name z 
Please include a sample of your product or catalog with your ad, and 4 jarege 
your street address and phone number. 

City. State. _Zip. 
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GREAT BOOKS 


(all real) 


Firs! Steps in Civilizing Rhrodesia 
and 

Warfare in the Enems's Rear 
courtesy of Bill French 

How (o Kill courtesy of 

‘Tom Paskal 


‘Add to our library? 
Please send book titles 
(and covers) 

from your library 10) 

‘Tuli Kupferberg, 

clo High Times, 

ATW. Goth St,, NY 10023 


from the library of luli Kupterberg 


Ne 


Nep SONNTAG 


1001 THOUGHTS ABOUT DRUGS 


TWENTY-EIGHTH OF A MONTHLY SERIES 


39 DREAMED ABOUT A REFER FIVE 
foot long 

The mighty mezz but not too strong, 

You'll be high but not for long 


If you're a viper. 
Stuff Smith, son 
“If You're a Viper” 
39 If Is AGREED AND WELL-DOCU: 
mented that at least 40 percent 
of felony offenders in the prisons are alco- 
holics or problem drinkers, a percentage at. 
least four times that in the adult population 
generally 
A comprehensive alcoholism program in 
the criminal justice system could divert 
many non-dangerous offenders: to treat 
ment (as the drunk-driving program did 
with 5,150 offenders in the state in 1981), 
treat incarcerated offenders, require treat 
ment in parole, and refer released offenders 
to community support systems—of which 
there are not nearly enough (except for Al 
coholics Anonymous, with over 1,500 chap 
ters in the state} 
David W. Barry, Fellowship 
Center, New York Times, 
Sept. 6, 1982 


JOG Here ane tue Onicival woros 

‘to the sex, drugs, rock and rev- 
olution tavern drinking song from which 
our “Star Spangled Banner” is taken. Try 
singing it! 


The Anacreontic Song 


To Anacreon in heaven 

Where he sat in full glee 

A few sons of harmony 

Sent a petition 

‘That he their inspirer 

And patron would be 

When this answer arrived 
From the jolly old Grecian: 
Voice, fiddle, and flute 

No longer be mute 

I'll lend you my name 
And inspire you to boot 

And besides I'll instruct you 

Like me to intwine 

The myrtle of Venus 


With Bacchus's vine’ 
Ralph Tomlinson and John 
Stafford Smith, English, 1779 
39 MAN IS NO STAR, BUT A QUICK 
coal of mortal fire, 
who blows it not, lets his own ashes choke 
his soul! 


WITH THE LANGUAGE OF THIS 
law we can trap addicts like 


39 


anim 


comment by an official 
quoted by A.R. Lindesmith in 
The Addict and the Law, 1965 


39 Houston, Sepr. 27—ON May 29, 

Federal District Judge John H. 
Wood, Jr, known as "Maximum John" be- 
cause of the long sentences he gave drug 
dealers, stepped into his station wagon to 
drive to his office and begin work. 

The car would not start, and as the 
63-year-old Wood stepped out, a single shot 
rang out and he fell dead. He was the first 
Federal Judge killed in more than a 
century 

Judge Wood was called "Maximum 
John” because he handed out maximum 
sentences in 72 of 90 narcotics cases in 
which the defendants were found guilty. 
He once sentenced a drug trafficker to 35 
years for contempt of court. 

New York Times, Sept. 28, 1982 


398: RAISED THE LITTLE GIRL'S HAND. 
tomy lips and kissed it; and since 
then T have taken no other hasheesh than 
such as that 


anonymous American lawyer, 
Putnam's Magazine, 1856 


BOO seams, Avs. 22 (Revrens) — 
The Australian ketch Pacific 
Peacemaker, flagship of a demonstration 
against the United States Navy's first Tri 
dent nuclear submarine, has been released 
from custody after a” suspicious substance” 

on board turned out to be tea 
New York Times, Aug. 23, 1982 


400". WAS REPORTED RECENTLY BY 
researchersat Temple University 
that rats fed a diet of M&M's, chocolate chip 
cookies, and ice cream grow to the rodent 
weight equivalent of an 800-pound human. 
If, however, they received the drug nalox 
one, they remained slim and vigorous and 
increased their energy output. Even rats 
that had shown no priorinterest in sex were 
said to “copulate intensely.” As one head- 
line put it; “Anti-morphine addiction drugs 
keep rats slim and lustful: 
Science 82, October 


No Opium 
ELEVATORS 
Hotel Rand 

(managed by Wilson Mizner), 
New York City, 1907 


SMOKING IN. THE 


401 


HIGH SCHOOLS ARE WELL NAMED 
nowadays. 
letter to editor, Union-Leader, 
Manchester, New Hampshire, 
1982 


40. 


40: RECENTLY, SPECTROSCOPES HAVE 
spotted large quantities of alco- 
hol in interstellar space. 
The Economist, London, 
July 17, 1982 


4040: ATLEAST, I FEEL ASSURED, 
that there is no such thing as for- 
getting possible to the mind; a thousand 
‘cidents may and will interpose a veil 
between our present consciousness and the 
secret inscriptions on the mind. Accidents 
of the same sort will also rend away this 
veil; but alike, whether veiled or unveiled, 
the inscription remains forever. 

Thomas De Quincey, 

The Confessions of an English 

Opium-Eater, 1821 


I MAY'VE ‘AD TOO MUSH, 
but I‘aven't ‘ad enough. 


40) CIGARETTE SCAVENGERS 
Recycie THEIR BUTTS 


Thousands of scavengers prowl the streets 
of Jakarta, Indonesia, in search of butt ends 
to sell for manufacturing new cigarettes. 
‘Tobacco companies are allegedly paying 
between 35 cents and 63 cents a pound, 
depending on the quality of the weed. 
‘That's big business for impoverished col- 
lectors getting up to 11 pounds a day. 
Cigarette manufacturers refuse to admit 
that they are using tobacco from discarded 
butts. The Indonesian government, how- 
ever, has warned citizens that recycled cig- 
arettes are even more hazardous to health 


than the originals. 
Globe, Oct. 27, 1981 
40 MOTHER NEEDS SOMETHING 
today to calm her down 
And tho she's not really ill 
‘There's a little yellow pill 
Mother's Little Helper,” 
Rolling Stones, 1967 


HicH Times welcomes reader contributions to this clever column. Address correspondence to: Dope Lore, 
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Hin Times, 


7 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023. 


Ancor ie. SOLAR SHUTTLE 


The only metal halide grow light system that tracks 


like the sun to maxi 


It took 9 long years of research and testing to 
develop the Solar Shuttle—a professional quality unit 
scaled for use by individuals who want to grow. 
healthier, more luxuriant plants indoors. 
== Together, the Solar Shuttle 
and DayStar lamp simulate 
the path the sun takes and 
promote the growth of 
lower leaves. The Solar 
—z— Shuttle moves the lamp 
quedy and efficiently back and forth above your plants 
‘on the 6-foot track in 40-minute cycles. The lamp can 
be hung low over young plants and raised as they 
grow through a total ———— 
vertical adjustment of 5 
feet 

The lamp moves steadily 
through its cycle on a non- 
corrosive glide, providing 
light equal to that of three 
stationary lamps and reducing the heat so that plants 
can be grown closer to the lamp. Yet the 1/250 hp 
motor plugs into a standard 110 volt outlet and uses 
only a nominal amount of electricity. 

Optimum area coverage is 72 square feet, and all 


ize foliage development! 


pans are guaranteed for a full year. The 6-foot Solar 
Shuttle with 5-foot hanging chain can be adapted for 
use with an existing remote ballast fixture. 

Our DayStar lamp is a 1,000 watt metal halide bulb 
with a higher yellow, orange and red color spectrum 
and 15,000 more lumens than standard metal halide 
lamps. 

The lightweight, highly 
reflective spun aluminum 
parabolic reflector’s 2-foot 
diameter and unusual 
shape provide nearly 25% 
more usable light than 
traditional reflectors. The 
reflector is ventilated to 
prevent heat buildup and the lamp itself is guaranteed 
for 12,000 hours or six months. 

The Solar Shuttle system is the only product of its 
kind on the market and can be purchased only from 
AquaCulture. The track is $99, the lamp, reflector and 
ballast are $299, and if you order both at the same 
time, we'll include a 24-hour multi-stage timer at No 
extra charge. 

To order, write AquaCulture, PO. Box 26467, Tempe, 
Avizona, 85282, or call 602/966-6429. 


TRADITIONAL 
REFLECTOR: 


$99 Solar Shuttle (6 


B $299 Dayar lamp 
(metal halide 
parabolic refle 

and 16’ cord) 
— $398 Solar Shuttle, DayStar 
p.and 24-hour umer 


ballast 


s 
Date 


‘order 


Visa Expt 


track and 5’ hanging chain) 


PO. Box 26467 
Tempe. Arizona 85282 
od one. 602/966-6429 
Name Phone 
Sweet = 
Cay State 2p. 


Freight charges wall be COD. 


oks for delivery. 


PERFORMANCE 


/continued from page 49 


bit from him toward understanding the 
Caribbean systems of voodoo drum- 
ming. In voodoo, the drum patterns are 
the calls—if there's going to be an 
invocation of a particular spirit-energy, 
it's a drum pattern that calls for that 
energy. So I started learning about that 
—I became much more linked up to 
that system. I've used it subliminally, 
but I haven't really dealt with it that 
much overtly because it's difficult to 
do, to keep the concentration. Because 
if you call an energy down, you have to 
be able to deal with it. And if you're 
doing shows night after night, for exam- 
ple, you have to be very centered, 
otherwise the energy will not leave. And 
so I'd walk off stage and J would not be 
me anymore. 

HIGH TIMES: You mean an entity 
would take you over? 

Zev: Yeah, basically. | can deal with 
that in prescribed situations, but as 
a general performance mode that's still 
a few years away before I would at- 
tempt it. 

HIGH TIMEs: What is risky in your per- 
formance? 

Z'ev: The risk in the performance 
comes from—well, there's the physical 
threat. And then the fact that it's all 
improvised. The only reason I've been 
able to do the amount of shows that I 
do, and work for the amount of time 
I've been working is—it's still growing 
It might get to a small plateau, but then 
it goes someplace else. If you get too 
used to what you're doing, too aware of 
what you're doing—it loses its edge. 
Generally, the more successful an artist 
‘or act becomes, the more diluted the 
work, because there aren't as many 
risks there. They'll have the audience, 
and the audience comes expecting 
what the artist is going to give, and the 
artist gets into that because he starts 
developing a lifestyle he can't afford or 
doesn’t want to give up. So then he does 
whatever is necessary to maintain that 
status quo—and becomes this constant- 
ly repetitious organism, kind of like a 
tumor that takes all the healthy cells and 
converts them. 


This is an excerpt from the forthcoming 
“Industrial Culture" issue of Re/Search. 
Other artists include: Throbbing Gristle 
and Cabaret Voltaire (U.K.), SPK (Aus- 
tralia), Monte Cazazza (S.F.) and Sordide 
Sentimental (France). Order direct from 
Re/Search Publications, 20 Romolo B, 
San Francisco, CA 94133 for $7. 


SYNTECH® Flower-Pot® 


A Revolutionary New Hydroponic Unit 


FOR FLOWERS AND VEGETABLES. 


Stonite* Universal Plant Nutrients ¢ Absolute Nutrient Control @ Trace Eloments Included 
® Ph Adjustable © Automatic Programmable Irrigation © Individual Plant Containers 
Dual Aeration ¢ 12 Liter Reservoir # 18 Plants/Unit ® 3 Crops/Year # Perfect For Clon: 
ing, Breeding and Large Scale Plant Production Complete Supplies and instructions © 
$295.00 


LIVING — $titein te 
SYNTECH ‘systems _tosvstesise 
Man, Nature And Technology Lifestyles Of The Future — NOW 


x, THE ASTRAL VOYAGE<IS 
THE GREATEST GIFT 


THE ULTIMATE EXPERIENCE 


DISCOVER NEW DIMENSIONS IN TIME AND SPACE! 
UNLOCK AND EXPERIENCE... 


The Music of the The Secrets of the 
Spheres Universe 

New Realities beyond The other $0% of your 
Your Imagination Potential 

The Positive Forces of The Magic of 

the Divine Soul Travel 


LET YOUR SOUL SOAR FREE WITH ASTRAL VOYAGE BECAUSE 
BESTOW IT UPON YOURSELF, YOU OWE IT TO YOURSELF 


AN@ LIGHT VOYAGE!» PRODUCTION HY 


Sign: 


bes : 
Please send me (JAstral Voyage Cassette Tapes- 
Nora 12160 each: 


Address: 
City: State: Zip: 
LIGHT VOYAGES POST OFFICE BOX 5002. Glen Arm, Md. 21057 
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High Times Back Issues, PO. Box 1414, Ansonia Station, New York, N'Y. 10023 


Now that your Hx Tm collection is complete, why not keep it that way. Geta set of our 
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“] Total number of issues circled  $4.00per backissue = __ 
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RAIDERS 


/ continued from page 69 


repeated plea inside my head, a plea 
from my brain to my heart—to keep 
on beating. It seemed necessary at the 
time. It seemed to work. Still, when I 
recalled it I skipped several beats 

“That was amazing stuff, wasn't it?" I 
said to Susannah. "I was practically 
paralyzed for twelve hours after that 

"I wasn't," Susannah said sweetly. 
“That night with Carlos I had the most 
intense orgasms I ever had in my life. 

1 know," I said, “I could hear. I was 
in the bedroom down the hall. By the 
way, Susannah, where's that grass you 
said your new boyfriend had?” 

“New ex-boyfriend,” she corrected 
me. “The bastard. Where the grass is 
depends on how much you want,” she 
said. "If you need more than a metric 
ton you could try the boat house. If you 
just want something very special, try 
the cookie tin in the kitchen.’ 

When I came back from the kitchen, 
she had succeeded in pouring herself 
into a midnight blue wetsuit. Well, she 
hadn't been able to squeeze all of herself 
into it, but I didn't mind the overage. 

“Come on, 'R,' let's hop into the hot 
tub up on the deck so I can try this suit 
on. Bring that cookie tin with you.” 

I brought the cookie tin and followed 
her up to the deck where the approach 
of sunset was gilding the huge steaming 
redwood tub with gold. She plunged 
right in. 

‘Roll up one of those joints and 
join me in here where it's warm and 
“steamy,” she said. I trembled for the yak 
that could have seen her then, and 
heard the unmistakable invitation in 
her tone of voice. I trembled for the sim- 
plest bottom-dwelling slug that would 
have keeled over in a frenzy of lust 
at the sound of her voice. Mostly I 
just trembled. I trembled so much I 
had trouble getting the damn lid of the 
cookie tin open. 

"Hey," I said, trying to cover up my 
struggle with the cookie-tin lid. “Who 
was that guy Billy? Why did every- 
body get such a big kick out of his fatal 
heart attack?” 

"Don't you know?" Susannah asked 
me. "I thought Tom let you in on his 
scene down here.” 

“Well, not completely,” I said. "He 
always had some secrets from every- 
one, and back in New York when I 
asked him about Billy, hed just go intoa 
quick trance and change the subject.” 

“Well,” she said, “you missed out ona 
big secret there.’ She splashed some 
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water on me. “Hey, what's taking you 
so long to roll that joint? Aren't you the 
famous Connoisseur by now, the chief 
pupil of the Tom Forcade School of 
Dope Tasting?” 

“It's true," I said. "Tom made me h 
protégé in the whole field of cannabis 
aesthetics he pioneered. But he never 
taught me how to open sealed cookie 
tins. But come on," I said, "who was 
this Billy’ 

"Wow," she said. “Billy. Well, to start 
with, Tom was his protégé. Not in any 
aesthetics, either. In high-level h 
weight weed smuggling. Billy was the 
guy who introduced Tom to all his 
connections. Billy was the guy who 
owned this place before Tom did. Billy 
was Mr. Big in the Colombian game 
before Tom even got to town. And most 
of all, Billy was the guy who introduced 
Tom to his connections in the Brother- 
hood of Love. 

The Brotherhood of Love. The myth: 
ic psychedelic outlaws—the people 
who pioneered the hash connection 
from Katmandu and made millions on 
it. Who first planted pot on Hawaii and 
reaped the Maui wowie harvest. The 
visionary company of superrich smug- 
gler-dealer evangelists who teamed up 
with the Weather Underground in the 
daring scheme that broke Tim Leary 


out of jail in the early '70s. The heroic 
demigods of the counterculture who 
tried but failed—and not by much—to 
transform the consciousness of the na- 
tion by flooding it with the best LSD 
ever made—orange sunshine. They gave 
it out free. Millions of tabs of it. 

For a while it had looked as if they 
were invincible. And invisible. As if 
nothing could stop them. As if they 
could get away with anything, however 
wild and daring. And then something 
happened. Something or somebody did 
get to them. The organization disinte- 
grated. Some ended up in jail. Some 
ended in exile. Some ended up in the 
coke trade. The great dream of trans- 
forming America from within died. 
"So, are you telling me that this guy 
Billy was part of the brotherhood, and 
that he took in Tom and—' 

He took in Tom, that's for sure,” 
she said with sudden bitterness. "He 
took in everyone. He turned oyt to 
be a nare 

"Really? A DEA agent? Customs?" 

No," she said. "Something special. Al- 
though DEA and Customs knew about 
him. Infact, he hada license to smuggle 
from those guys because of his other 
connections. Tom thought he was work- 
ing for the CIA, riding herd on the Cu- 
ban exile terror squads. See, for a long 
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time he really wasn't turning in the peo- 
ple in Tom’ circle because that wasn't 
his job. The last thing the agency would 
want would be for him to blow his deep 
cover with the Cubans to bust a few ba- 
nana boats full of gold or coke. He was 
much more valuable to them, But then 
sometime in '73 something happened 
to Billy. Somebody started leaning on 
him. I heard that he had stumbled too 
close to a Vesco-GOP smuggling con- 
nection, but they began leaning on him 
hard, to rat out Tom, 

“Some of Tom's buddies began find- 
ing Customs people waiting for them at 
their airstrips when they landed. May- 
be Billy never had the heart to go after 
Tom himself. After heart-attack dope, 
he didn't have a heart at all. | heard that 
after he died somebody cut it out and 
stuck it on the prow of his cigarette 
boat, but that's probably just some jive 
those macho Cubans throw around.” 

“Now wait a minute," I said. “Are 
you saying Tom deliberately turned up 
some dope that would give this guy 
Billy a heart attack? How come we all 
didn't—" 

“Well,” Susannah said. “They say that 
when it came out about Billy being an 
informer on his closest buddies, he just 
had so much shame, it broke his heart. I 
heard that he and Tom sat down over 
a cigar-sized joint of that heart-attack 
grass and smoked it down to an ash, 
and Billy just couldn't bring himself to 
tell Tom the truth about betraying his 
buddies. His heart gave out before his 
mouth could say the words. ..Hey,” 
she said, splashing impatiently in the 
hot tub, “you get that cookie tin open, 
take those Northern clothes off and I'll 
give you a nice wet back rub in here,” 
she promised. 

Well, I finally got the cookie tin open, 
and that's when things really began to 
get strange. Because no sooner had I 
finally cracked the damn tin open than 
an unmistakably fierce glow from with- 
in made it clear that—for the second 
time in the space of a week—I was look- 
ing at a chunk of the original, unmatch- 
able, once-in-a-lifetime golden aura of 
that gold Colombian grass that became 
known as “Chateau Forcade." 

What the hell was Susannah (or her 
boyfriend) doing with a piece of the 
Lost Load, that special unearthly grass 
that Forcade had cornered the market 
on—and which had then disappeared 
from the face of the earth shortly before 
his suicide. 

I asked Susannah. She had now 
emerged dripping wet from the hot tub, 
was peeling off the wetsuit and trying 
on another one. 


"Hey, Susannah," I called out. She 
tured around to flash me a grin, among 
other things. 

“Where did you get this grass?” 
asked her. “Do you realize what this i: 

“Tdon’t know where it came from. My 
boyfriend came back with it one day, 
pleased as punch about it. I guess it is 
pretty good. Hey, did you hear the sound 
of a truck outside?” she asked as she 
hopped back into the hot tub. 

I did hear the sound of a door slam- 
ming outside. 

“Must be the man from the dive shop 
delivering the rest of the underwater 
cameras,” she said. “We'll have to ask 
him if he wants to help us get rid of this 
pound of coke," she said, taking out a 
mason jar full of rocks and powder. 

"I know," she said. “Maybe what I'll 
do is this. We'll all take a cocaine bub- 
ble bath together.” 

She proceeded to pour the contents 
of the mason jar into the water that 
foamed over her tanned body. I took 
the smoking joint of Chateau Forcade, 
slipped off my clothes and prepared to 
climb in the tub with her and all that 
hot, bubbling toot. I thought I had died 
and gone to heaven. 

Then Susannah said something that 
made me wish I had died long before I 
set foot in Chateau Forcade. 

“Uh, 'R,'" she said, giggling and lick- 
ing cocaine paste off her lips. "Do you 
hear those voices down there in the 
living room?” 

I did in fact hear a couple of voices. 
Fragments of sentences like “What the 
fuck" and ".. . kill that bitch.” 

“Are those the dive-shop guys?” I 
asked, a sudden chill turning the foam- 
ing coked-up Jacuzzi water to ice. 

“Uh, I'm afraid not, ‘ she said, 
giggling apologetically. "I think my boy- 
friend's back early from Bolivia. It 
sounds like he’s not in a good mood.” 

Imade a strangling sound in response. 
I would not have ended up ina position 
like this if only I had been born a yak. 

“And, uh, one more thing I forgot to 
tell you about my boyfriend, 'R,'” she 
added, smiling mischievously and lick- 
ing some coca paste off the wet blond 
strands of her hair. 

“What's that?" I asked. 

“Just that my boyfriend, well, he's 
kind of like a narc.’ 
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T.. first winds of winter lift off the 
Thames and bite through the damp 
South London atmosphere, framing a 
tableau of animated figures walking 
briskly through the night. The six men 
who together make up the current Dire 
Straits lineup are heading toward the 
local pub for a much needed break in 
their grueling rehearsal schedule. 

Inside the pub, Mark Knopfler, who's 
led Dire Straits from the East London 
clubs of Deptford to the heights of inter- 
national stardom, wearily surveys his 
latest unit while sipping a pint of bitter. 

his is the hardest thing we have to 
do," he said of the day-long rehearsals 
for the world tour to support the band's 
fourth album, Love Over Gold. 

The newest member of Dire Straits, 
drummer Terry Williams, sits across 
from Knopfler ina smart yellow leather 
jacket, cracking jokes and whacking 
back pints of lager. Williams, a veteran 
of the great British band Man as well as 
Rockpile and all of Dave Edmunds's 
solo albums up until the most recent, 
brings more than just an easygoing, 
professional looseness to the lineup. 
Though Pick Withers, the drummer 
who left the band after the recording of 
Love Over Gold, did a spectacular job 
during his stint with Dire Straits, Wil- 
liams is one of the finest drummers in 
England and adds additional musical 
punch to an already formidable lineup. 

Knopfler smiles easily at Williams, 
but you can tell there is much on Knop- 
fler's mind—he is a serious, contempla- 
tive man whose deep undercurrents 
belie any surface casualness 

It would be easy enough to imagine 
Knopfler taking just a hint of déja vu as 
he looks to his left and sees the only 
remaining original member of the band 
aside from himself, bassist John Isley. 
When they started out, Dire Straits was 
a brother act, with Mark's younger sib- 
ling, David, playing rhythm guitar. 

The Knopflers grew up in Newcastle, 
listening to the early '60s British R&B 
boom, and when they were kids, fanta- 
sized about playing together in a rock 
band. “We'd do drawings and things of 
how it would look,” recalls Mark. “I 


who plays a Japanese guitar. 


remember getting a Fireballs record, 
‘Quite a Party; and playing it continual- 
ly while David and I played along on 
tennis racket 

The boys’ father, an architect, bought 
Mark a guitar, and David a drum kit. 
Mark started writing songs, and soon 
came under the influence of another 
brother act: Ray and Dave Davies of 
the Kinks. “I loved the Kinks," Mark 
declares with rare enthusiasm. "I got 
such a burst of energy from 'You Really 
Got Me’ when it first came out. At 
school we used to have these rough 
books, notebooks, and it was quite 
exciting every time you got a new one 
‘cause it was, like, brand new, with a 
big plain cover on it. We would write 
the names of our heroes on things, on 
your rough books and your bags. I had 
this thick rough book that was like a 
foot by nine inches. I had it brand new 
right on my desk, and I'd just written 
THE Kinks in big letters on it and filled 
them all in. Then Wallace, our head- 
master, came in and I was sitting in the 
front row. He saw this book, came over 
and picked it up with his two fingers 
and the whole class noticed it. So he 
holds it up to the class and says with a 


DIRE STRAITS 


Mark Knopfler has emerged as one of rock's most exciting figures. To some he’s a 
fe to others a new Clapton. To High Times, he’s a nice Jewish boy 


sneer, ‘The Kinks?’—and he drops it on 
me head like a put-down, as if to say, 
‘Degenerate little slob." 

By the time he was sixteen, Mark 
was a local sensation in Newcastle, 
appearing several times on television 
with a girl singer. The duo appeared to 
have a future, but Mark decided to go 
to journalism school instead. “When I 
made the decision to go to university i 
cost me a lot in terms of a relationshi 
he says cryptically, perhaps alluding to 
the mystery girl on side one of his debut 
album, Dire Straits. In London he did 
some newspaper work and taught 
school, but at nights he'd go “down- 
south London town" to perform in a 
rockabilly/R&B quartet called the Cafe 
Racers—"just having a great time.” 

Mark eventually hooked up again 
with his younger brother, who moved 
to London and got a job as a social 
worker. David shared an apartment 
with Isley; drummer Pick Withers 
jammed with them and the quartet was 
complete. Mark had already written a 
lot of songs, so the band scraped together 
enough money to make a demo tape, 
which they sent to critic/commentator 
Charlie Gillett, whose Sunday morning 
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‘Above: Mark Knopfler squeezes out 
sparks; below left, performing during 
recent American tour; left, rhythm 
guitarist Hal Lindes. 


BBC radio show was the group's favor- 
ite program. 

‘John Isley had opened a record 
shop,” Mark explains, “and offered to 
stock the records Charlie played on his 
show, so they had a thing going. We 
didn't want Charlie to play the tape—it 
was just a demo, we just wanted his 
opinion. We didn’t listen to the show 
that Sunday, we were helping some- 
body put in a window. Then, in the pub 
that night, people were coming up tous 
and saying, ‘We heard “Sultans of 
Swing" on the radio! He had played the 
whole tape. Straight away the phone 
started ringing and the offers never 
stopped. One of the first guys who 
called was Richard Williams, who was 
editor of Time Out. All he said was, 


‘Quick, get a good lawyer’ It was the 
best bit of advice that’s ever been given 
tous.” 

Over the next few months the band 
became London's hottest commodity. 
People raved about Knopfler's expres- 
sive songwriting, Dylanesque vocal 
delivery and sinewy, atmospheric gui. 
tar playing, comparing him favorably 
to such renowned guitarists as Eric 
Clapton and J.J. Cale, both of whom 
Knopfler obviously had listened to. 

The debut album proved that the 
underground reputation Dire Straits 
had built up was no fluke. From the 
moment you hear the eerie opening 
guitar notes of “Down to the Water- 
line," you know you're in the presence 
of genius. Dire Straits is one of those 
albums that comes back to haunt you 
when you least expect it, unforgettable 
melodies and guitar figures darting past 
the walls of consciousness in fleeting 
peripheral moves, images that coalesce, 
then waver and fade like a mirage. 

Knopfler is aware enough of the voo- 
doo nature of the creative process to be 
wary of giving easy explanations of 
what makes his songs work. Though 
his songs often seem autobiographical, 
and usually carry powerful emotions, 
he is unwilling to say much about 
them. “I don't mean to be difficult 
about it,” he says ina halting, measured 
voice. "They're just songs.” When 
pressed, he will admit that the songs on 
the first album were organized chrono- 
logically, the first side dealing with his 
experiences in Newcastle, the second 
written after he left home to live in 
London. 

Knopfler will discuss certain details 
about the first album. "I wrote that 
number in a fit of spleen," he says of 
"Setting Me Up," a bitter song about be- 
trayal that seems addressed to either an 
insincere lover or a crooked business 
associate. He laughs quietly, pauses, 
then adds, "I don't know if Ican tell you 
what the song is about, because the 
songs mean different things to different 
people and I think that's the way it 
should be. As it happens, there was a 

/ continued on page 96 
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VISIONS 


THE ELEVEN BEST 
FILMS OF 1982 


Ae. The grand overview. Well. 
Maybe the strangest thing about 
American movies in the '80s is how 
closely they've begun to resemble 
American movies of the early '30s. Of 
course, they didn't have Technicolor 
or Panaflex cameras or Dolby sound 
back then, but the same kind of movies 
were popular. The Great Depression 
audiences went to horror and mon- 
ster films, science fiction films, musi- 
cals and sentimental soap operas. The 
most popular stars were stage come- 
dians, singers, "sex bombs" and little 
children (Shirley Temple—dimpled, be- 
curled little bonbon that she was, was 
the reigning female box-office attrac- 
tion in the United States from 1935 to 
1939; from the ages of 7 to 11). All 


Sandy Dennis, Cher and Karen Black exalt the pas 


of these Depression genres, and all of 
these “star types” are on top once again 
—even as America grins and groans 
under the heel of a president who en- 
livened those dark years himself in 
such movie gems as Love Is on the Air 
and Accidents Will Happen. 

On to 1982, supposedly the year of 
the great rebound. After years and 
years of sinking box-office receipts, 
soaring budgets and shriveling artistry, 
the American film industry—with Steve 
Spielberg's extraterrestrial fairy tale, 
ET, leading the charge—racked up a 
hurricane of bucks and kudos in its 
most profitable summersince the Dawn 
of Man (or, at least, since the dawn of 
Lillian Gish). Of course, the reason for 
the record wave of bucks is monetary 


, remember their idol, in last year’s top movie, Come Back 


Jimmie Dean 


inflation; the reason for the kudos may 
be, similarly, verbal inflation. 

E-T. and its profits don’t herald a new 
Renaissance, any more than Jaws or 
Star Wars or Raiders of the Lost Ark did. 
It’s just a new watershed in the era of 
the superhit—the era when the studios 
are refashioned to crank out $100-mil- 
lion mega-grossers; when a director is 
nota director, but a hitmaker (and mov- 
ie critics, falling in line with this gestalt, 
conceive of themselves as hitspotters); 
and whena movie is nota movie unless 
in one year, and in one fell swoop, it 
piles up enough gelt to wipe out part of 
the interest on the national debt. 

Anyway, bucking this trend, three of 
my top five movies were huge critical 
and commercial flops. I'll have to con- 
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fess that this financial ineptitude, in the 
era of the bottom line, Depression-era 
it, makes me fonder of them 


1. Come Back to the Five and Dime, 
Jimmie Dean, Jimmie Dean (D: Robert 
Altman. Sc: Ed Graczyk. With Sandy 
Dennis, Cher, Karen Black]—A one-set 
adaptation of Ed Graczyk's recent play 
about the 20th reunion of the Jimmie 
Dean fan club—in a small, dusty Texas 
town on the outskirts of the old location 
site for Giant. The play itself—which 
failed on Broadway under Altman's di- 
rection—is imitation Inge, adolescent 
Albee; every character has a dark 
secret, every secret is pulled squirming 
into the light. But Altman and his 
actresses, working with almost no 
resources at all, make it sing—Jirmie 
Dean becomes a funny, mournful bal- 
lad on the death of America's dreams, 
the perversity of American romanti- 
ism, the loss of innocence and illusion. 
If ever a director delivered the goods 
under difficult circumstances—his 
career crumbling around him, the film 
industry scornful and idiot-critics 
howling for his head—Altman does 
here. 


2. The Verdict (D: Sidney Lumet. With 
Paul Newman, Charlotte Rampling, 
James Mason, Jack Warden and Milo 
O’Shea)—Powerhouse courtroom mel- 
odrama—angry, passionate, riveting— 
about a hospital negligence suit, and 
the alcoholic lawyer who tries to ride it 
to salvation. As the lawyer, Paul New- 
man gives the best performance of his 
entire career, and most of the cast man- 
ages to match him. 


3. A Midsummer Night's Sex Comedy 
(D-Sc: Woody Allen. Music: Felix Men- 
delssohn. With Woody Allen, Mia Far- 
row, Tony Roberts, Mary Steenbur- 
gen, José Ferrer and Julie Hagerty)— 
The latest from Woody Allen's post- 
Annie Hall "lyceum" period—a radi- 
antly wacky sexual rondo which takes 
off on both Shakespeare's A Midsum- 
mer Night's Dream (Mendelssohn's inci- 
dental music is used as the background 
score}, and Bergman's Smiles of a Sum- 
mer Night. Set at the turn of the century; 
and all about a whimsical, balding 
stockbroker, his sexually blocked wife 
and their four frustrated and furiously 
horny houseguests. Since none of these 
six wishes their current partner to be 
apprised of their new amorous endeav- 


ors, they are all constantly tiptoeing 
down staircases, scaling trellises, sneak- 
ing out of bathroom windows and hie- 
ing themselves off to the babbling brook 
—where the amours come unstuck as 
lust and the brook babble on. 


4. Tempest (D-Sc: Paul Mazursky. With 
John Cassavetes, Gena Rowlands, Susan 
Sarandon, Raul Julia, Vittorio Gass- 
mann)—Paul Mazursky uses Shake- 
speare's Tempest much as Woody used 
Midsummer Night: as an artistic touch- 
stone, an ideal, against which to play 
his contemporary jokes, his jibes and 
his bittersweet view of sexuality and 
marriage. The whole movie—set on 
a Peloponese island dancing in sun- 
light, and a magical Manhattan—is fes- 
tive; it's lush, delicious, full of treats 
and surprises. 


5. One from the Heart (D-Sc: Francis 
Ford Coppola. With Frederic Forrest, 
Teri Garr, Raul Julia, Natassia Kinski, 
Harry Dean Stanton)—One of the few 
really different movies of the year. 
Coppola created a dream Las Vegas 
out of electronic gimmickery and his 
now defunct Zoetrope Studios, and used 
it for a curiously cold, oddly distant 
love story, about a dissolving couple and 
their “dream lovers’—joining, merging 
and disappearing in a hallucinogeni 

rainbow of colors, lights, mini 
and studio trickery. A wry chorus to 
these erotic goings-on was supplied by 


Klaus Kinski as Fitzcarraldo. 


Mike Wilmington 


Tom Waits and Crystal Gayle. One from 
the Heart is already a legendary failure 
(its murderous reviews and paltry box 
office, combined with a $20-million 
budget, conspired to wreck Coppola's 
Zoetrope Studios}. And it's a curious 
undertaking: a love story without obvi- 
ous emotion, shot by a director who 
seemed trying to single-handedly re- 
create the controlled artifice of the old 
studio system. But nothing I saw last 
year fascinated me more. 


6. Sophie's Choice (D-Sc: Alan Pakula. 
With Meryl Streep, Kevin Kline, Peter 
McNichol. Nar: Josef Sommer]—Based 
on William Styron’s roman a clef about 
a young Virginia-born would-be novel- 
ist in the Brooklyn of the late '40s whose 
life gets entangled with a richly eccen- 
tric couple {a Jew obsessed with the 
holocaust, and a Polish refugee of 
Auschwitz). The couple is insanely at- 
tractive, blithe, mercurial, witty and ex- 
plosive—like laughing children dancing 
before an apocalyptic fire. The young 
novelist, helplessly, is drawn into the 
throes of their mad love, their ren- 
dezvous with death. As we watch the 
three-cornered romance, the novelist 
comments from the distance of age, of 
memory...I didn't like the first long 
Auschwitz flashback here, but, except- 
ing that, Sophie's Choice is a superb 
tear jerker. 


7. Moonlighting (D-Sc: Jerzy Skolimow- 
ski. With Jeremy Irons]—A powerful, 
bitter little off-slant look at cultural 
clashes, cultural alienation. A Polish 
building contractor imports a non- 
English-speaking labor crew into Lon- 
don to do cheap renovation on a 
bureaucrats foreign apartment. In the 
middle of the renovation, the Solidarity 
revolt and martial law break out; Po- 
land is sealed off. The crew boss, in 
turn, seals himself off from everybody. 
Desperate, he tries to keep his crew 


ignorant of the embargo; he virtually 
imprisons them in the house, resorts to 
stealing for necessities when their 
money runs out. Jerzy Skolimowski, 
the great Polish director of Walkover, 
Deep End and The ‘Shout, makes this 
claustrophobic little tale a nightmare of 
alienation and paranoia, full of “ordi- 
nary" backgrounds that become gray 
and airless and seething with threat. 


8. Victor, Victoria (D-Sc: Blake Ed- 
wards. With Julie Andrews, James Gar- 


ner, Robert Preston and Lesley Ann 
Warren)—A romantic musical comedy 
in the old style, spicy, smooth and 
sparkling, about a starving soprano in 
Paris, who becomes rich and famous 
when she teams up with a gay cabaret 
entertainer, and disguises herself as a 
young Polish count—a female imper- 
sonator. Blake Edwards (maestro of the 
Pink Panther series) shoots here in the 
'30s style of Ernst Lubitsch: purposely 
artificial, elegant, ironic and sly; but he 
also laces the movie with knockout 
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THE ELEVEN BEST MOVIES 
(ENGLISH LANGUAGE) 
1. COME BACK TO THE FIVE AND DIME, JIMMIE DEAN, 
JIMMIE DEAN (Robert Altman) 
2. THE VERDICT (Sidney Lumet) 
3. A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S SEX COMEDY (DSc: Woody Allen) 
4, TEMPEST (Paul Mazursky) 
5. ONE FROM THE HEART (Francis Coppola) 
6. SOPHIE'S CHOICE (Alan Pakula) 
7. MOONLIGHTING (Jerzy Skolimowski) 
8. VICTOR, VICTORIA (Blake Edwards) 
9, PERSONAL BEST (Robert Towne} 
10. ET, (Steven Spielberg) 
11, MISSING (Costa-Gavras} 


RUNNERS-UP: BLADE RUNNER (Ridley Scott), FIVE DAYS ONE SUMMER (Fred Zinnemann), JINXED! (Don Siegel), THE THING 
(John Carpenter), CHAN IS MISSING (Wayne Wang), THE WALL (Alan Parker), THE STILL OF THE NIGHT (Robert Benton), CREEP. 
SHOW (George Romero}, BRIMSTONE AND TREACLE (Richard Loncraine), THE ROAD WARRIOR (George Miller) 

SPECIAL MENTION: The uncut (finally) rerelease of Akira Kurosawa's SEVEN SAMURAI 

BEST ACTOR: PAUL NEWMAN (The Verdict), JACK LEMMON (Missing), JACK NICHOLSON (The Border), PETER O'TOOLE (My 
Favorite Year), JEREMY IRONS (Moonlighting) 

BEST ACTRESS: MERYL STREEP (Sophie's Choice), SANDY DENNIS (Come Back...Jimmie Dean), BETTE MIDLER (Jinxed!), JULIE 
ANDREWS (Victor, Victoria), SUSAN SARANDON (Tempest), JILL CLAYBURGH (I’m Dancing as Fast as 1 Can) 

BEST DIRECTOR: ROBERT ALTMAN (Come Back... Jimmie Dean), WOODY ALLEN (A Midsummer Night’s Sex Comedy), FRANCIS 
COPPOLA (One from the Heart), JERZY SKOLIMOWSKI (Moonlighting), PAUL MAZURSKY (Tempest), SIDNEY LUMET (The Verdict} 
BEST SUPPORTING ACTOR: RAUL JULIA (Tempest, The Escape Artist, One from the Heart), DENHOLM ELLIOTT (Brimstone and 
Treacle), ROBERT PRESTON (Victor, Victoria), RUTGER HAUER (Blade Runner), JAMES MASON (The Verdict), JACK WARDEN 

(The Verdict) 

BEST SUPPORTING ACTRESS: GLENN CLOSE (The World According to Garp), CAROL BURNETT (Annie), KAREN BLACK (Come 
Back... Jimmie Dean), ELLEN BARKIN‘(Diner), JOAN PLOWRIGHT (Brimstone and Treacle) 

BEST SCENARIO (ORIGINAL): DENNIS POTTER (Brimstone and Treacle}, WOODY ALLEN (A Misummer Night's Sex Comedy), 
ROBERT TOWNE (Personal Best), PAUL MAZURSKY (Tempest), JERZY SKOLIMOWSKI (Moonlighting), STEPHEN KING (Creepshow) 


BEST SCENARIO (ADAPTED): DAVID MAMET (The Verdict), ALAN PAKULA (Sophie's Choice), BLAKE EDWARDS (Victor, Victoria, 
LARRY GELBART (Neighbors), BILL LANCASTER (The Thing) 

BEST CINEMATOGRAPHY: VITTORIO STORARO (One from the Heart) and NESTOR ALMENDROS (Sophie's Choice, Still of the Night), 
GUISEPPE ROUTUNNO (Five Days One Summer), DON McALPINE (Tempest), ALLEN DAVIAU (E.T.) 

BEST ORIGINAL SCORE: TOM WAITS (One from the Heart), ENNIO MORICONE (The Thing), ELMER BERNSTEIN (Five Days One 
Summer), JOHN WILLIAMS (E.T.) 


THE TEN BEST MOVIES 
(FOREIGN LANGUAGE) 
1. FITZCARRALDO (German) (Werner Herzog) 
2, LOLA (German) (Rainer Werner Fassbinder) 
3. LE BEAU MARIAGE (French) (Eric Rohmer) 
4, VERONIKA VOSS (German) (Rainer Werner Fassbinder) 
5, LEAP INTO THE VOID (Italian) (Marco Belocchio) 
6. DEMON POND (Japanese) (Masahiro Shinoda) 
7. DIVA (French) (Jean-Jacques Peinpix) 
8. YOL (Turkish) (D: Serif Goren, Sc: Yilmaz Gurney) 
9. CIRCLE OF DECEIT (German) (D: U. Schlondorf} 
10. TRAGEDY OF A RIDICULOUS MAN (Italian) 
(D-Sc: Bernardo Bertolucci) 


‘Editor George's sister 
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slapstick set-pieces in the grand tradi- 
tion—the tradition of Laurel and Hardy, 
of Keaton, of Inspector Clouseau him- 
self. The movie is never as good as its 
best bits (best bit of all is the cockroach 
in Julie Andrews's salad, a real classic). 
But when Edwards tracks his camera 
through his studio-Parisian streets, or 
dollies and pans with Andrews or Pres- 
ton onstage, the elegance of the camera, 
the panache of the performances are 
like whispers from the past; the kind of 
filmmaking no one tries anymore, ex- 
cept in parody. 


9. Personal Best (D-Se: Robert Towne. 
With Mariel Hemingway, Patrice Don- 
nelly and Scott Glen)—Homosexuality 
again (La Cage aux Folles fallout): Two 
college pentathletes have a lesbian 
affair, break apart (a split manipulated 
by their coach} and wind up competing 
against each other in the 1978 Olympic 
Trials (the ones that didn’t count). 
There, they have a strange, sweet tri- 
umph. The directorial debut of screen- 
writer Robert Towne (Chinatown, The 
Last Detail, Shampoo), and probably 
one of the best fictional films on sports 
any American has made. It gets across 
the immediate experience of sports: 
what it feels like to compete, to train, to 
fail and to break through. And Towne 
(as he's demonstrated before, in Sham- 
poo) also understands all the feints and 
mechanics of sexual maneuvering. De- 
spite the lacquer of sensationalism, Per- 
sonal Best has some of the sweetest, best 
observed — and sexiest — seduction 
scenes ever. 


10. E:T. (D-Sc: Steven Spielberg. With 
Dee Wallace)—'Nuff said, already. 


11. Missing (D-Sc: Costa-Gavras. With 
Jack Lemmon, Sissy Spacek)—In the 
chaos following the overthrow of 
Allende in Chile, a young Ameri 
filmmaker named Charlie Horman dis- 
appears. Missing (based on fact, and dis- 
ingenuously denied by the U.S. State 
Department), follows the futile, desper- 
ate attempts of his wife and father to 
locate him. The chaos—gunfire crack- 
ling in the streets, “suspects” penned in 
the soccer stadium, corpses piled up in 
the morgues like cordwood—is expert- 
ly re-created by Costa-Gavras, master 
of the political melodrama. Since 1969, 
many leftish American directors have 
been trying to make an American Z 
(Alan Pakula came closest with All the 
President's Men). Now, Costa-Gavras 
shows he’s kept the patent on the style, 
that he was the man for the job all 
along. 


SOLOMON .::.:: 0 :28057 


1 would start blowing like crazy. I 
would always work hard and get my 
work done. But I'd make no bones 
about getting high. For example, I'd say 
to someone, “Hey, you want a pipe?” 
And that made them very uneasy. They 
thought I was going to get busted and 
bring down a lot of bad publicity. 
High Times: So what did you do after 
you were at Playboy? 

Solomon: I got some books off the 
ground. While I was at Playboy the 
book on LSD was published, which 
was pretty successful. Then I got to- 
gether the Marijuana Papers, which also 
did very well. And then when the envi- 
ronment seemed to be heating up con- 
siderably, circa 1966, I had some 
money from the books and I wanted to 
take a sabbatical and find outa little bit 
more about myself, and do some more 
books. I just up and took my family to 
Europe with no particular plans. 
Majorca was the first stop—a beautiful 
stop. I stayed there a year and then 
went to Cambridge, and...then said, 
“Why not?" to Richard Kemp. 

High Times: While doing research for 
the interview we came across a letter 
you wrote that contained some exquis- 
ite passages of alliterative vituperation 
against R.D. Laing. What was that all 
about? 

Solomon: Well, that's a special num- 
ber. I'll just say this without detailing it: 
He played a pusilanimous role, as the 
late Senator Bilbo from Mississippi 
used to say, when the going got hot. 
High Times: A role vis-a-vis—? 
Solomon: After the bust, he made 
several public statements in some of 
England's most popular magazines 
about acid—about people jumping out 
of windows and rubbish like that. He 
did this at a time when it became part of 
the climate as to how many years I'd 
get. This was unconscionable, and he 
did it for obvious reasons. He had been 
busted after we were arrested. The 
cops found his name all over my place. 
So, they go see him, but he's in Switzer- 
land smoking the half-ounce of hash 
that I gave him two nights before I was 
busted. And so they raid his house, and 
they find in his medical cupboard a lot 
‘of acid. Not our acid; the acid that he 
purchased from Czechoslovakia way 
‘back in the 1960s. So, they busted him 
for it, and they brought him to trial. He 
hired the same barrister that I used and 
he beat the rap. But he was running 
scared and paranoid, and he did these 


things to make himself look kosher. 
And it was gross. I had some sharp cor- 
respondence with him. I might have 
been practicing my alliteration exces- 
sively at the time, but he was the guy 
who used to love to tell stories about his 
trip to India, staying with the Indian 
mystic Gangotri Baba, and how Baba 
said to him, “Tell me about LSD." So 
Laing tells him about it, and when he's 
finished Baba says, “Indeed, now tell 
me what are its drawbacks.” So the 
punch line that Laing used to use, es- 
pecially in my presence, was: “Its 
drawbacks? It doesn't last forever. So 
when I consider that along with the 
self-serving paranoid- 

High Times: Sounds like the 
performance of Jon Phillips of the 
Mamas and Papas over the past two 
years. 

Did you ever have ethical qualms 
about making all of that LSD available 
to people? 

Solomon: Oh, no. During our trial we 
brought in expert witnesses, doctors. 
And one of the guys we brought in was 
in charge of the emergency drug and 
alcohol unit of London's biggest hospi- 
tal. He testified very favorably for 
us—not that anybody was listening. He 
said, "You know the guys that I get 
aren't the people who take acid. For 
them, it's over in twelve hours and 
that's it—no real problems, no after- 
effects and things like that. The ones I 
worry about are the barbiturate and 
alcohol cases." So, ethically, no qualms, 
man. How does Seagram's feel about 
the booze it sells—and what booze 
does? How do these people who put me 
away—how do they feel about the 
opium wars in the 19th century? The 
very people who put me away, who 
built the fucking courthouse and paid 
the judges—they used their navies to 
peddle junk. So, ethics—I'm not perfect 
and I don't pretend to be superethical, 
but those moralists—damn! 

High Times: What about regrets? Do 
you ever regret that you started with 
this whole thing in the first place? 
Solomon: No, I've got lots of regrets, 
but I chalk it up to experience. I sur- 
vived. I can still do fifty to sixty push- 
ups. My brain is good. I've got books on 
the burner. 

High Times: Have you done any acid 
since you've been out of jail? 
Solomon: No. 

High Times: Plan to? 

Solomon: Hope to. (] 
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/ continued from page 91 

personal thing going on at the time, but 
also there was the record d 
denly he freezes in mid-se 
mumbles, “But maybe I'm 
things I shouldn't.” 

The first album's two most powerful 
songs, “In the Gallery" and the hit 
single "Sultans of Swing,” tell of artists 
who refused to follow commercial 
trends. “There was no attempt to find a 
success formula and repeat it," he de- 
clares. Knopfler champions the artists 
in “In the Gallery” and "Sultans of 
Swing” because they remain faithful to 
their muse instead of being overcome 
by “all the phonies and the fakes.” 
When asked if these songs are based on 
real incidents, Knopfler says, "They're 
real enough. . .although I did happen to 
see a Dixie jazz band one night called 
the Sultans Of Swing, that song is not 
just about them.” 

As a matter of fact, the Sultans’ gui- 
tarist, Guitar George ("He's strictly 
rhythm, he doesn't want to make it cry 
or sing/And an old guitar is all he can 
afford"), bears resemblance, if not in 
playing style then in attitude, to Knop- 
fler himself when he objects to people 
making a fuss about his guitar playing. 
“Ilearned to play ona record player,’ he 
says. "I've spent a lot of time playing 
but never learned in a formal way. I 
was never studious in a Stefan Gross- 
man sort of way. I was always more 
interested in songs.” 

Dire Straits came out of Deptford at 
about the same time as Squeeze and the 
‘abulous Poodles, all groups that 
championed neoclassic rock values at a 
time when punk had seized hold of the 
British pop world. Knopfler's songs 
were widely interpreted as slaps at a 
venal and empty pop scene, but he bris- 
tles at such suggestions even today. 

"L think everything's always going 
on. There's still Teddy Boys getting to- 
gether and giving rock ‘n’ roll gigs. The 
Sultans of Swing are still getting up and 
playing trad all over. You can go to Irish 
folk clubs and hear that, you can goand 
see a belly dancer and listen to music 
like this. You can go and hear anything 
happening, it's really just a question 
of not as much being publicized as is 
happening. 

“I try to stay vaguely hip to what's 
going on," adds Knopfler, “but it has 
nothing whatsoever to do with going 
against the grain of anything. I remem- 
ber in the States at the time it was all 
disco. To such an extent that Warner 
Brothers actually opened a disco de- 
partment, which they had to close six 
months later, but at the time our first 
record was out they were opening a dis- 
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co department. It was all disco on the 
radio. Then it went through a big stage 
where it had to sound like—I dunno, I'd 
rather not name names. Music has 
nothing to do with hatred and it has 
nothing to do with warring camps; as 
far as I'm concerned everybody's in- 
cluded. Once you start talking like that 
you just become some dumb spectator 
at a Roman chariot race. Basically, as 
faras I can see, things haven'tadvanced 
any if people, especially a lot of journal- 
ists, wanna put things that way.” 

Even before “Sultans of Swing” 
became a hit the band had already re- 
corded a second album, Communiqué, 
which Knopfler now admits to not lik- 
ing. The record, produced by Jerry 
Wexler and Barry Beckett, was a 
warmed-over rehash of the first al- 
bums ideas without any of that record's 
magic and presence. “Jerry and Barry 
wanted to get the guitar sound that was 
on the first record,” Knopfler explains, 
‘and I didn’t know enough about pro- 
duction at the time to deal with it!’ 

The continuing impact of the first 
album wiped out any bad reactions 
Communiqué may have engendered, 
and Dire Straits became a worldwide 
smash almost overnight. But the strains 
of this success, and of Mark Knopfler's 
fierce desire to improve the band’s 
sound, led to internal friction, particu- 
larly between Mark and his brother 
David. Dire Straits always emphasized 
the fact that the band is what counted, 
not just Mark Knopfler and assorted 
backup musicians, but itwas Knopfler's 
songwriting and guitar playing that was 
getting the group noticed. 

Meanwhile, Mark Knopfler was also 
becoming a much sought after session 
musician. Bob Dylan asked him to play 
on the sessions for Slow Train Coming. "1 
got on with him great,” says Knopfler of 
his experience with Dylan, “I love him, 
Thave such a regard for him. There's a 
vulnerability with people like Dylan 
that makes you feel protective towards 
them, almost as if you want to put your 
arms around them. He had such a hard 
time, being deified. He knew what he 
was, and it wasn't God. He's just a very 
spiritual, poetic... gentleman.” 

During the initial stages of making 
the third Dire Straits record, the inevi- 
table breakup between Mark and David 
occurred. It was obvious from docu- 
mentary clips of the band working in 
the studio that Mark was having an 
increasingly difficult time translating 
his musical ideas to his brother, and 
friends of the two musicians point out 
that Mark would rerecord all of 
David's parts in the studio. Though the 


original separation was described as 
David's decision to leave the band, 
Mark now admits that his younger 
brother was essentially thrown out of 
the group. 

Instead of reacting negatively to this 
traumatic episode, Mark Knopfler exer- 
cised a full leader's role in the band, 
augmenting the lineup with session gui- 
tarist Sid McGinnis and Bruce Spring- 
steen keyboardist Roy Bittan to record 
the dynamic Making Movies album. 
This record picked up where Dire Straits 
left off, expanding Knopfler’s cinematic 
songwriting imagination into classic 
tracks like “Tunnel of Love," “Expresso 
Love" and the great "Romeo and Julie! 

Making Movies was a transitional 
album that consolidated the group's 
popularity at a crucial point, but it was 
closer toa Mark Knopfler solo effort 
than a Dire Straits LP in its reliance on 
outside elements. Accordingly, Knop- 
fler set about restructuring his band, 
adding second guitarist Hal Lindes and 
keyboardist Alan Clark 

Knopfler took the new lineup to the 
stage, where the band carved out its 
identity, and slowly, even the old mate- 
rial became remolded into a new Dire 
Straits sound. During soundchecks and 
concerts, the new Dire Straits devel- 
oped a signature piece of astonishing 
emotional scope and unusually long 
duration, a song called “Telegraph 
Road,’ which would eventually pro- 
vide the dramatic opening of the fourth 
and most recent Dire Straits album, 
Love Over Gold. 

If Knopfler’s songwriting has evi- 
denced cinematic traits in the past, 
"Telegraph Road” carries the tendency 
further than ever in a 15-minute-long 
epic that traces the historic develop- 
ment of the American landscape from 
wilderness to industrial wasteland. He 
explains that he got the idea for the song 
from "Being there on Telegraph Road 
in Detroit when we were touring the 
States. I was sitting up at the front of the 
coach, just driving down there. | was 
reading this book at the time called The 
Birth of the Soil, and the first page is 
about this man who comes into a wil- 
derness and starts, and I was thinking 
as we were going down this road that 
seemed to go on forever what it must 
have been like at the very beginning, 
and I just kind of went on from there. 

Despite the vivid images presented 
by songs like “Telegraph Road’ and the 
mystery drama "Private Investigations,’ 
Knopfler still opts for the multiple inter- 
pretation philosophy he's always ap- 
plied to his songwriting. “If a piece of 
work is okay,” he reasons, “then differ- 


"T spent a lot of time 
playing but never learned 
in a formal way. I was 
always more interested 
in songs." 


Knopfler: Tries to stay hip. 


ent people bring themselves to it. If it 
works by itself and is muscular and has 
possibilities in and of itself, then ten 
thousand people will bring themselves 
to it and grow into it as it grows into 
them. It's funny, like ‘Private Investiga- 
tions; I was talking to this musician, 
Mike Oldfield, in Germany a couple of 
weeks ago and he said, ‘Y'know, I just 
think it’s fantastic. | was doing all these 
tour accounts when I heard that’ He 
was going through the books on a tour, 
adding up what money was going 
where, and presumably he was going 
through a private investigation of some 
kind of his own to do with these tour 
accounts. So it worked for him that 
way. Maybe for you things will work in 
another sense.” 

"Love Over Gold” would be an 
appropriate motto for all of Knopfler's 
work. These lines from the title track of 
the new record are the most revealing 
words Knopfler has written since his 
first album: 


It takes love over gold 

and mind over matter 

to do what you do that you must 
when the things that you hold 

can fall and be shattered 

or run through your fingers like dust 


ALBUM NOTES 


Robert Winters and Fall— 

LOVE 

(Casablanca NBLP 7275) 

Winters's singing copies Al Green and 
Teddy Pendergrass, his horn charts 
copy Chicago, his string charts copy 
Philly International. Hints of disco. 


Level 42 
The Pursuit of Accidents 
(Polygram PD-16359) 

Ex-funk jazz fusion players convert to 
the Eurodisco club style prevalent in 
Britain in the ‘80s. Lots of synthesizer, 
lots of ersatz salsa, commercial and dead. 


Ray Goodman & Brown— 

Open Up 

(Polydor PD-16362) 

A slickly produced and arranged set 
frames these excellent vocalists expert- 
ly, particularly on the title track, but a 
general lack of imagination keeps the 
set from being anything more than 
moderate neoclassic lounge R&B. 


Ozzy Osbourne— 
Speak of the Devil 
(Jet ZX 38350) 


Cheap monster movie histrionics can't 
distract the listener from Ozzy's total 
lack of talent for very long. Outrage 
may make money, but you can't dine 
out on it. This double live set, recorded 
at the Ritz in September '82, is even 
worse than this bozo's studio records. 


Vandenberg — 
(Atco 90005-1) 


Better than average heavy metal quar- 
tet from Holland kicks hard on “Your 
Love Is in Vain" and mixes dynamics 
deftly on "Burning Heart,’ but adds 
little to the genre. 


Chaka Khan— 

(Warner Bros. 23729-1) 

Chaka has The Voice, and Arif Mar- 
din's production is shrewd and corpo- 
rate, but aside from the single “Got to 
Be There” nothing is happening here. 


Aileen Quinn— 
Bobby’s Girl 

(Columbia ARC 38378) 
Eleven-year-old star of the movie Annie 
gets expert session support from the 
likes of Buzzy Feiten and Mike Landau 
but doesn't have much to offer, as you 
might well expect. 0 
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BOOK ONE: THE GREAT 
BOOKS OF HASHISH 


Get stoned just by 
looking atthe pictures 

—New West 

“An epic pictorial 
Journey. 

—Publisher's 

Weekly 


AST WORDS 


JUNGLE FEVER 


“You know, you have jungle fever!” So said Sylvia, Jean-Paul Goude's first black girl friend. 

In Jungle Fever, an exquisite combination of words and pictures, Goude, acclaimed illustrator and 
former art director of Esquire, gives us an irreverent and inside look at a man and his art as 
chronicled essentially through his affairs of the heart with black women. It is a trip into his bizarre 
personal world where reality becomes the end result of a complicated negotiation between the savage 
primitivism of the urban jungle and the incessant fixations of one man’s strange mind. So there are stilts 
for Radiah, a new ass for Toukie, and a crew cut for Grace Jones. With the photo-illustration below 
(which Grace entitled Nigger Arabesque) we see this control made manifest: appendages are 
lengthened and manipulated into impossible but believable positions, then the whole thing is airbrushed 
to add a complete sense of reality and plasticity. The end result? Goude vibrations. 


Jungle Fever: 
‘by Jean-Paul Goude 
Copyright © 1982 

Xavier Moreau Inc 
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of the first Mushroomkit 
over five years ago, thousands 
of people just like you have 
learned the joys of successful 
mushroom cultivation. 

The Homestead Mushroomkit 
contains two pounds of our 
renowned high-yield compost for 
the largest crops possible. Also 
included are a lifetime supply of 
proven-fertile Psilocybe Cubensis 


eee Grow Wild Mushrooms 


Forever with the 


Homestead 
Mushroomkit 


Deluxe Psilocybe Cubensis Kit 4 
Growing Wild Mushrooms, Recommended 28 6 


spores, professional tools and 
supplies. Ten pages of illustrated 
instructions are excerpted from Bob 
Harris’ manual Growing Wild 


Mushrooms. 


VISA or MasterCard orders call 
Toll-Free at 800-426-6777, except 
Washington, Alaska, and Hawaii. 
All other information, please call 


(206) 782-4532. 


OUR 10th ANNIVERSARY! 
Homestead Book Company 


* =1972——_1982 x 


Psilocybe Mushrooms And Their Allies, 
Most complete book available : Past 


Psilocybe Cubensis spores only $10. 
Total Enclosed: $ 
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P.O. Box 31608 Seattle, WA98103 (206) 782-4532 
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(AS ARE IN USE FROM 
AWAIT TO SWEDEN THAN ANY OTHER METAL 
HALIDE. WHY? IT’S THE BEST DEAL GROWING, 
THAT'S WHY! 

NOW YOU CAN GROW THAT SEXY, SECRET, 
LUSH TROPICAL GARDEN... INDOORS. YOU'LL 
SAVE BIG. AND REST EASY... WITH OUR FULL 
ONE-YEAR WARRANTY AND THIRTY-DAY 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (EXCEPT 
SHIPPING)... YOU'RE COVERED. 

AND YOUR PLANTS GROW FAST. AS FAST AS 
OUTDOOR GARDENS... OR FASTER. AND YOU 
CONTROL WHEN THEY FLOWER, FOR FAST, 
FAST, MIND-BLOWING RESULTS. FROM: $157.50 
PLUS SHIPPING. WE STILL SHIP C.0,D., SO YOU 
GET IT FAST! 


‘And please remember: YOU ARE FIRST WITH THE 
LIGHT MACHINE. And we were first to put your 
interests up front... 

For you folks on tight budgets we've created the Lil 
Nova. Its ballast is wired and mounted inside a fancy 
orange steel cabinet. Includes Supernova reflector. 
Incredible value, as usual, from the Light Machine. 


“CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-854-1005 HE LIGHT MACHINE 


AND WE USUALLY S} 
(Call before 2 p.m., 

‘Our MS1000C metal 
tropical foliage and 50% more red light for radical results —wi 


FROM STOCK,THE SAME DAY YOU ORDER 
time. 


lamp puts out 20% more blue light for lush 
Secure eecnune eran Car ieee 2 Weachsiee tre! to tour teow 
1600 watt bulb life. Our lamp (and everything we sell) is covered under 
‘our one-year warranty. 

You get the smartest professional horticultural fixture with maximum 
reflection and perfect distribution of grolite power, Covers up to.100 sa. 
feet. Compact, easy-to-handle. designed to lower ilest concentration. You 
Get it closer to your plants for even faster growth! 


It you are 
savings, whi 
vial atom: 


(with sueh big 
rove we have the best 
fervice: and to top it 
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